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ARGUMENT to Boox J. 


Cairbar, the ſon of Borbar-duthul, lord of Atha in Connaught, 


the moſt potent chief of the race of the Firbolg, havin 
murdered, at Temora the royal palace, Cormac the fon of 

Artho, the young king of Ircland, uſurped the throne. 

Cormac was lincally deſcended from Conar the ſon of Tren- 

mor, the great grandfather of Fingal, king of thoſe Cale- 

donians who inhabited the weſtern coaſt of Scotland. Fin» 

gal reſented the behaviour of Cairbar, and reſolved to paſs 

ovcr into Irdand, with an army, to re-eſtabliſh the royal fa- 

mily on the Iriſh throne. Early intelligence of his deſigns 
coming to Cairbar, he aſſembled ſome of his tribes in Ulſter, 
and at the ſame time ordered his brother Cathmor to follow 

him ſpeedily with an army from Temora. Such was the ſi- 

tuation of affairs when the Caledonian invaders appeared on 

the coaſt of Ulſter. | 

The poem opens in the morning. Cairbar is repreſented as retired 
from the reſt of the army, when one of his ſcouts brought 
him news of the landing of Fingal. He aſſembles a council 
of his chi:fs. Foldath the chief of Moma haughtily de- 
ſpiſes the enemy; and is reprimanded warmly by Malthos. 
Cairhar, after hearing their debate, orders a feaſt to be pre- 
pared, to which, by his bard Olla, he invites Oſcar the fon 
of Ofen; retolving to pick a quarrel with that hero, and 
ſo have ſome pretext for killing him. Oſcar came to the 
feait ; the quarre! happened; the followers of both fought, 
and Cairbar and Oſcar fell by mutual wounds. The noiſe 
of the battle rcached Fingal's army. Ihe king came on, 
to the relief of Olcar, :nd the Iriſh fell back to the army of 
Cathmor, who was advanced to the banks of the river Lu- 
bar, on the heath of Moi-lena. Fingal, after mourning over 
his grandſon, ordered Ullin the chicf of his bards to carry 
his body to Morven, to be there interred. Night coming 
on, Althan, the ſon of Cenachac, relates to the king the par- 
ticulars of the murder of Cormac. Fillau, the fon of Fingal, 
is ſent to obſerye the motions of Cathmor by night, which 
concludes the action of the firſt day. The ſcene of this book 
is a pain near the hill of Mora, which roſe on the borders oi 
the heath of Moi-lena, in 
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Tur blue waves of Erin roll in light. The 
mountains are covered with day. Trees ſhake 
their duſky heads, in the breeze. Grey torrents 
pour their noiſy ſtreams. Two green hills, with 
aged oaks, ſurround a narrow plain. The blue 
courſe of a ſtream is there. On its banks ſtood 
Cairbar * of Atha. His ſpear ſupports the king : 
the red eye of his fear is ſad. Cormac riſes in 
his ſoul, with all his ghaitly wounds. The grey 
form of the youth appears in darkneſs. Blood 
pours from his airy ſides. Cairbar thrice threw 
his ſpear on earth. Thrice he ſtroked his beard. 
His ſteps are ſhort. He often ſtops. He toſles 
his finewy arms. He is like a cloud in the deſart 
varying its form to every blaſt. The valleys 
are ſad around, and fear, by turns, the ſhower |! 
The king, at length, reſumed his foul. He took 

B 2 his 


* Cairbar, the ſon of Borbar-duthul, was deſcended lineally 
from Lathon the chief of the Firbolg, the firſt colony who ſet- 
tled in the ſouth of Ireland. Ihe Caël were in poſſeſſion of the 
northern coaſt of that kingdom, and the firſt monarchs of Ire- 
land were of their race. Hence aroſe thoſe differences between 
the two nations, which terminated, at Jaſt, in the murder of 
Cormac, and the uſurpation of Caizbar, lord of Atha, who is 
meutioned in this place, 
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his pointed ſpear. He turned his eye to Moi-lena. 
The ſcouts of blue ocean came. They came 
with ſteps of fear, and often looked behind. Cair- 
bar knew that the mighty were ncar ! He called 
his gloomy chiefs. 

The ſounding ſteps of his warriors came. They 
drew, at once, their ſwords. "There Morlath * 
itood with darkened face. Fidalla's long hair 
iiyhs in wind. Red-haired Cormar bends on his 
ipcar, and rolls his fide-long-looking eyes. Wild 
is the look of Malthos from beneath two ſhaggy 
brows. Foldath ſtands, like an oozy rock, that 
covers its dark fides with foam. His ſpear 1s like 
Slimora's fir, that meets the wind of heaven. His 
thield is marked with the ſtrokes of battle. His 
red eye deſpiſes danger. Theſe and a thouſand 
other chiefs ſurrounded the king of Erin, when 
the ſcout of ocean came, Mor-annal +, from ſtrea- 
my Moi-lena. His eyes hang forward from his 
tace. His lips are trembling, pale. 

« Do the chiefs of Erin ſtand,” he ſaid, “ ſi- 
lent as the grove of evening? Stand REY, like a 
flent wood, and Fingal on the coaſt ! Fingal, 
who is terrible in battle, the king of ſtreamy Mor- 
ven!“ „ Haſt thou ſeen the warrior?“ ſaid Cair- 
bar with a ſigh. “ Are his heroes many on the 
coaſt ? Lifts he the ſpear of battle? Or comes 
the king in peace?” „ In peace he comes not, 

king 

* NMor-lath, great in the doy of battle. Hidalla', i looking 
lire, Cor-mar, expert at fea. Nlalth-os, ſow to ſpeak, VLeldath, 
FDenercinus. 

Foldath, who is here ſtrongly marked, makes a great figure 
ju the ſequel cf the poem. His fierce, uncomplying character 
i> ſuſtained throughout. He ſeems, from a patſage in the fe- 
cond bock, to have been Cairbar's greateit, confident, and to 
have had a principal hand in the conſpiracy againſt Cormac 
king of Ircland. 11is tribe was one of the moſt contiderablo ol 
the race of the Fir-bolg, 


+ NIGr-aunal, frong breath; a v er name for a cout. 
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oor Tk An EPIC POEM.:. 5 


king of Erin! I have ſeen his forward ſpear “. It 
is a m<cteor of death. The blood of thouſands is 
on its ſteel. He came firſt to the ſhore, ſtrong 
in the grey hair of age. Full roſe his finewy 
limbs, as he ſtrode in his might. That ſwordgis 
by his fide, which gives no ſecond + wound. His 
ſhicld is terrible; like the bloody moon, aſcend- 
ing through a ſtorm. Then came Oſhan king 
of ſongs. Then Morni's ſon, the firit of men. 
Connal leaps forward on his ſpear. Dermid 
ſpreads his dark-brown locks. Fillan bends his 
bow, the young hunter of ſtreamy Moruth. But 
who is that before them, like the terrible courſe 
of a ſtream It is the ſon of Oſhan, bright be- 
tween his locks! His long hair falls on his back. 
His dark brows are half incloſed in ſteel. His 
{word hangs looſe on his fide. His ſpear glitters 
as he moves. I fled from his terrible eyes, king 
of high. Vemora !” | 

« Then fly, thou feeble man,” ſaid Foldath's 
gloomy wraih. „ Fly to the grey ſtreams of thy 
land, fon of the little ſoul! Have not I ſeen that 
Oſcar ? I beheld the chief in war. He is of the 
mighty in danger : but there are others who lift 
the ſpear. Erin has many ſons as brave, king of 
Temora of Groves! Let Foldath meet him in 


B 3 his 


* Mor-annal here alludes to the particular appearance of 
Fingal's ſpear, It a man, upon his firſt landing in a ſtrange 
country, kept the point of his ſpear forward, it denoted in 
thoſe days that he came in a hoſtile manner, and accordingly lie 
was treated as an enemy; if he kept the point behind him, it 
was a token of friendſhip, ard he was immediately invited to 
the feaſt, according to the hoſpitality of the times. 

ft This was the famous fword of Fingal, made by Luno, a 
fmith of Lochlin, and after him poctically called the fon f 
Lun; it is ſaid cf this ſword, that it killed a man at every 
ftroke ; and that Fingal never uſed it but in times of the great - 
et danger. | 
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his ftrength. Let me ſtop this mighty ſtream. 
My ſpear is covered with blood. My ſhield is 
like the wall of Tura!“ 

« Shall Foldath * alone meet the foe ?” repli- 
ed the dark-browed Malthos. « Are they not 
on our coaſt, like the waters of many ſtreams ? 
Are not theſe the chiefs, who vanquithed Swaran, 
when the ſons of green Erin fled ? Shall Foldath 
meet their braveſt hero ? Foldath of the heart of 
pride ! take the ſtrength of the people ! and let 
Malthos come. My ſword is red with laughter, 
but who has heard my words +?” 

« Sons of green Erin,” ſaid Hidalla 2, „ let 
not Fingal hear your words. The foe might re- 
joice, and his arm be ſtrong in the land. Ye are 
brave, O warriors | Ye are tempeſts in war. Ye 
are, like ſtorms, which meet the rocks without 
fear, and overturn the woods. But let us move 
in our ſtrength, flow as a gathered cloud! Then 
ſhall the mighty tremble; the ſpear ſhall fall from 
the hand of the valiant. We ſee the cloud of 
death, they will ſay, while ſhadows fly over their 
face. Fingal will mourn in his age. He ſhall be- 
hold his flying fame. The ſteps of his chiefs will 
ceaſe in Morven. The moſs of years ſhall grow 
in Selma.” 

Cairbar heard their words, in ſilence, like the 
cloud of a ſhower : it ſtands dark on Cromia, till 
the lightning burſts its tide. The valley 8 

with 


* The oppoſite characters of Foldath and Malthos are ſtrong- 
Iv marked in ſubſequent parts of the poem. They appear al- 
ways in oppolition. The feuds between their families which 
were the ſource of their hatred to one another, are mentioned 
in other poems, 

+ That is, who has heard my vaunting? He intended the 
expreſſion as a rebuke to the ſclf-praiſe of Foldath. 

t Hidalla was the chief of Clonra, a ſmall diſtri on the 
banks of the lake of Lego. The beauty of his perſon, his elo- 
quence and genius for poetry are afterwards mentioned. 
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Boon I. An EPIC POEM. 7 


with heaven's flame; the ſpirits of the ſtorm re- 


joice. So ſtood the ſilent King of 'Temora; at 


length his words broke forth. „Spread the feaſt 
on Moi-lena. Let my hundred bards attend. 
Thou, red-haired Olla, take the harp of the king. 
Go to Oſcar chief of ſwords. Bid Oſcar to. our 
joy. To-day we fealt and hear the ſong : to-mor- 
row break the ſpears ! Tell him that IL have raiſed 
the tomb of Cathol “; that bards gave his friend 
to the winds. Tell him that Cairbar has heard 
of his fame, at the ſtream of reſounding Carun +. 
Cathmor + my brother is not here. He is not 
here with his thouſands, and our arms are weak. 
Cathmore is a foe to {trite at the fealt! His ſoul is 

B 4 bright 


* Cathol the ſon of Maronnan, or Moran, was murdered by 
Cairbar, for his attachment to the family of Cormac. He had 
attended Oſcar to the ww..rs of Tnnis-thona, where they contract» 
ec] a great friendſhip for ove another. Oſcar, immediately af- 
ter the death cf Cathol, had ſent a formal challenge to Cairbar, 
which he prudently declined, but cunceived a ferret hatred 
againſt Oſcar, and had beforch ind contrived to kill Lim at the 
feaſt, to which he here invites him. 

+ He alludes to the battle of Oſcar againſt Caros 4'ng of 
Hips; who is ſuppoſed to be the fame with Carauſius the 
ulurper. 

} Cathmor, great in battle, the fon of Borbar-duthul, and 
brother of Cairvar king of Ireland, had, before the infurredicn 
of the Firbolg, paſted over into Inis-huna, iuppoſcd to be a 

part of South Britain, to aſſiſt Conmor king of that place againit 
tis enemies. Cathmor was ſu-cclsfuit in the war, but, in 
the courſe of it, Conmor was either killed, or died a natural 
death, Cairbar, upon intelligence of the deſigus of Fingal 
to d-throne him, Fad diſpatched a meittenger for Cathzmore, 
who returned into Ircland a few days before tlie opening of the 
pocm. | 

Cairbar here takes advantage of his brother's abſence, to per- 
Fetratèe his ungencrous deitgns againit Oicar; for the noble ſpi- 
rit of Cathmor, had he been preſent, would not have permitted 
the laws of that hoſpitality, for which he was fo renowned him- 
icif, to be violated. Ihe brothers form a contraſt ; we do not 
Ceteſt the m-2n ſoul of Can bar more, than we admire the. 
Ciiiterc{cd and generous mind of Cathmor. 


Z TE HO N A Book I. 


bright as that ſun! But Cairbar muſt fight with 
Oſcar, chiefs of woody 'Temora ! His words for 
Cathol were many : the wrath of Cairbar burns. 
He ſhall fall on Moi-lena. My fame ſhall riſe in 
blood.” 

Their faces brightened round with joy. They 
ſpread over Moi-lena. The feaſt of ſhells is pre- 
pared. The ſongs of bards ariſe. The chiefs of 
Selma heard their joy “. We thought that 
mighty Cathmor came. Cathmor the Fiend of 
ſtrangers | the brother of red-haired Cairbar. 
Their ſouls were not the ſame. The light of 
heaven was in the boſom of Cathmor. His 
towers roſe on the banks of Atha; ſeven paths 

led 


* Fingal's army heard the joy that was in Cairbar's camp, 
The character given of Cathmor is agreeable to the times, 
5ome, through ottentation, were hoſpitable ; and others fell na- 
turally into a cuſtom handed dewn from their anceſtors. But 
what marks ſtrongly the character of Cathmor, is his averſion 
to praiſe z for he 1s repreſented to dwell in a wood to avoid the 
thinks of his gueſts; which is {till a higher degree of generoſity 
than that of Axylus „ Homer: for the poet does not ſay, but 
the good man might, at the head of his own table, have heard 
with p!-aſure the praiſe beſtowed on him by the people he en- 
tertained. 

No nation in the world carried hoſpitality to a greater 
length than the ancient Scots. It was even infamous, for 
many ages, in a man of condition, to have the door of his 
houſe ſhut at all, 1 , as the bards expreis it, THE STRAN+ 
GFR Si ULD COME AND BEUOLD HIS CONTRACTED SOUL. 
Some of the chicts were poſtcſſed of this hoſpitable diſpoſition. 
to an extravagant degree3 and the bards, perhap- upon 4 
private account, never failed to recommend it, in their culo- 
yiums. Crau-uia na dai or the point toy Thich all the roads of tl + 

ſtrangers lead, was an invoriable epithet given by them to the 
chicks; on the contrary, they diſtiuguiſn the intiolpitatile by 
the title of tbe cloud 5b ich the ra- gers Bun. Ihis laſt, however, 
was ſo uncommon, that in all the old poems have ever met 
with, I found but one man branded with is ignominious ape 
lation; and dat, perhaps, only founded upon a private quar- 


rel, which ſubſiſted between ha nd the patron of the bard, 


who wrote the poem. 
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led to his halls. Seven chiefs ſtood on the 
paths, and called the ſtranger to the feaſt ! But 
Cathmor dwelt in the wood, to ſhun the voice of 
praiſe | i 

Olla came with his ſongs. Oſcar went to Cair- 
bar's feaſt. Three hundred warriors ſtrode along 
Moi-lena of the ſtreams. The grey dogs bound- 
ed on the heath: Their howling reached afar. 
Fingal faw the departing hero. The foul of the 
king was ſad. He dreaded Cairbar's gloomy 
thoughts, amid the feaſt of ſhells. My ſon raiſed 
high the ſpear of Cormac. An hundred bards 
met him with ſongs. Cairbar concealed with 
{miles the death that was dark in his foul. The 
feaſt is ſpread. The thells reſound. Joy bright- 
ens the face of the hoſt. But it was like the 
parting beam of the ſun, when he 13 to hide his 
red-head in a ſtorm ! 

Cairbar riſes in his arms. Darkneſs gathers 
on his brow. The hundred harps ceaſe at once. 
The clang * of ſhields is heard. Far diſtant on 
the heath, Olla raiſed a ſong of woe. My ſon 
knew the ſign of death; and riſing ſeized his 
tpear. © Ofcar,” ſaid the dark-red Cairbar, 
© I behold the ſpear + of Erin. The ſpear of 
Lemora + glitters in thy hand, ſon of woody 

B 5 Morven 


* When a chief was det-rmined to kill a perſon already in 
is power, it was uſual to ſignify that his death was intended by 
the ſound of a ſhield ſtruck with the blunt end of a ſpear ; at 
the fame time that a bard at a diſtance raiſed the death ſong. 

+ Cormac, the ſon of Arth, had given the ſpear, which 
here the foundation of the quarrel, to Oſcar, when he came 
n — him upon Swaran's being expel'ed from lre- 

and, 

i' mor-!", the houſe of the great king, the name of the roy«' 
Palace of the ſupreme kings of Ireland, " | 
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Morven ! It was the pride of an hundred“ kings. 
The death of heroes of old. Yield it, ſon of 
Othan, yield it to car-borne Cairbar !” 

« Shall I yield,” Ofcar replied, “ the gift of 
Erin's injur'd king : the gift of fair-haired Cor- 
mac, when Oſcar ſcattered his foes ? I came to 
Cormac's halls of joy, when Swaran fled from 
Fingal. Gladneſs roſe in the face of youth. He 
gave the ſpear of Temora. Nor did he give it 
to the feeble : neither to the weak in ſoul. The 
darkneſs of thy face is no ſtorm to me: nor are 
thine eyes the flame of death. Do I fear thy 
clanging ſhield ? Tremble I at Olla's ſong ? No: 
Cairbar, frighten the fecble : Oſcar is a rock !” 

« Wilt thou not yield the ſpear ?” replied the 
riſing pride of Cairbar. “ Are thy words ſo 
mighty, becauſe Fingal is near ? Fingal with aged 
locks, from Morven's hundred groves ! He has 
fought with little men. But he muſt vaniſh be- 
fore Cairbar, like a thin pillar of miſt before the 
winds of Atha +!” „ Were he who fought with 
little men, near Atha's haughty chief: Atha's 
chief would yield green Erin to avoid his rage! 
Speak not of the mighty, O Cairbar ! Turn thy 
{word on me. Our ſtrength is equal: but Fin- 
gal is renowned |! the firſt of mortal men!“ 

Their people ſaw the darkening chiefs. Their 
crowding ſteps are heard around. Their eyes 
roll in fire. A thouſand ſwords are half un- 
theathed. Red-haired Olla raifed the ſong of 
battl-. The trembling joy of Oſcar's ſoul "oy 

the 


* Hundrcd here is an indeſinite number, and is only in- 
tended to expreſs a great many. It was probably the hyper- 
bolical phraſes of the bards, that gave the firſt hint to the 
Iriſh Senachies to place the origin of their monarchy in ſo re- 
mote a pcriod as they have done, 


+ Atha, tall. au riv.r: the name of Cairbar's ſcat in Con- 
»iught, 


9 - 
. — SRELRE ; © ain 


3 
„ 


Ps 
; 
A 


iy — — 


a, i Ba. a : („ 


- w 4 
: " Rn uf 
TEM HERE 5 


Book 1. Ax EPIC POEM. 11 


the wontcd joy of his ſoul when Fingal's horn 
was heard. Dark as the ſwelling wave of ocean 
before the riſing winds, when it bends 1ts head 
near the coaſt, came on the hoſt of Cairbar ! 

Daughter of 'Toſcar *! why that tear? He is 
not fallen yet. Many were the deaths of his 
arm before my hero fell! 

Behold they fall before my ſon, like groves 
in the deſart; when an angry ghoſt ruſhes 
through night, and takes their green heads in 
Lis hand ! Morlath falls, Maronnan dies. Co- 
nachar trembles in his blood! Cairbar ſhrinks 
before Oſcar's ſword | He creeps in darkneſs 
behind a ſtone. He lifts the ſpear in ſecret; he 
pierces my Oſcar's ſide ! he falls forward on his 
ſhield : his knee ſuſtains the chief. But ſtill 
his ſpear is in his hand, Sce gloomy Wr 

falls ! 


+ Malvina, the daughter of Toſcar, to whom is addreſſed 
that part of the poem Which related to the death of Otcar 
her lover. 

The Iriſh hiſtorians place the death of Cairbar, in the 
latter end of the third century: they ſay, he was killed in 
battle ag.inſt Oſcar the ſon of Oflian, but deny that he Il] by 
his hand. 

It is, however, certain, that the Iriſh bards diſguiſe, in 
ſome mcaſure this part of their hiſtory. An Iriſh poem on 
t!.is ſubject, which, undoubtedly, was the ſource of tlieir in— 
formation, concerning the battle of Gabhra, Where Cairbar 
fell, is juſt now in my hands. As a tranſlation of the poem 
(which tho' evidently no very ancient compoſition, does not 
want poctical merit) would extend this note to too great a 


length, I ſhall only give the ſtory of it in brief, with ſome 


extracts from the original Irih. 

Otcar, ſays the Iriſh bard, was invited to a feift, at T-mora, 
by Cairbar king of Ireland. A diſpute aroſe between the 
two heroes, concerning the exchange of ſp-.rs, which was 
uſuilly made, between the gueſts and their Loſt, upon ſuch 
occaſions, In the courſe of their altercation, Cairbar ſaid, 
in a boaſtful manner, that he would hunt on the hills of Al- 
bion, and carry the ſpoils of it into Ireland, in fpitc ol all the 
<ilorts of its rahab'tants, The original words are, 

Br:athar 
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falls! The ſteel pierced his forehead, and di- 
vided his red hair behind. He lay, like a 
ſhattered rock, which Cromla ſhakes from its 
ihaggy ſide; when the green-vallied Erin ſhakes 
its mountains from ſea to (ſea ! 

But never more ſhall Oſcar riſe ! He leans on 
his boſly ſhield. His ſpear is in his terrible 
hand. Erin's ſons ſtand diſtant and dark. Their 
{houts ariſe, like crowded ſtreams. Moi-lena 
echoes wide. Fingal heard the found. He 
took the ſpear of Selma. His ſteps are beforc 
us on the heath. He ſpoke the words of woe, 
« ] hear the noiſe of war. Young Oſcar is 
alone. Riſe, ſons of Morven: join the hero's 
ſword!“ 

Ollian ruſhed along the heath. PFillan 
bounded: over Moi-lena. Fingal ſtrode in his 
ſtrength. The light of his ſhield is terrible. 


The 


Briathar baan fin ; Briathar buan 
A bheireadh an Cairbre rua', 

Gu tuga' fe ſealg, agus creach 

A h' Ari an la'r na niluireach. 


Oſcar replied, that, the next day, he himſelf would carry in- 
to Albion the ſpoils of the five provinces of Ireland ; in bite 
of the oppolition of Cairbar. 


Briathar eile an aghai' fin 

A bheirca' an t' Oſcar, og, calma 

Gu'n tugadh fe ſcaly agus creach 

Do dh'ALzix an la'r na mhaircach, &c, 


Oſcar, in conſequence of his threats began to lay waſte Ire» 
land; but as he returneq with, the ſpoil into Ulſter, thro' the 
narrow paſs of Gabrah / Cavil gbles Ghabbra) he was met by 
Cairbar, and, a battle cnſued, in which both the heroes fell 
by mutual wounds. The bard gives a very curious liſt of the 
tollowers of Oſcar, as they marched to battle. They appear 
to have been five hundred in uumber, commanded, as the 
poet expreſſes it, by five heroes of the blood of linge. "Vhis 
poem mentions Fingal, as arriving from Scotland, before 
Oſcar died of his wounds. 
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'The ſons of Erin ſaw it far diſtant. They 
trembled in their fouls. "They knew that the 
wrath of the king aroſe : and they foreſaw their 
death. We firſt arrived. We fought. Erm's 
chieſs withſtood our rage, But when the king 
came, in the ſound of his courfe, what heart of 
ſteel could ſtand! Erin fled over Moi-lena. 
Death purſued their flight. We ſaw Ofcar on 
his ſhield. We ſaw his blood around. Silence 
darkened every face. Lach turned his back 
and wept. Ihe king {trove to hide his tears. His 
grey beard whiſtled in the wind. He bends his 
head above the chief. His words are mixed with 
highs. 

Art thou fallen, O Oſcar! in the midit of 
thy courſe ? the heart of the aged beats over thee ! 
He ſces thy coming wars! The wars which ought 
to come he ſees! They are cut off from thy fame 
When ſhall joy dwell at Selma ? When ſhall grief 
depart from. Morven ? My ſons fall by degrees: 
Fingal 1s the Jaſt of his race. My fame beyins to 
paſs away. Mine age will be without friends. I 
mall fit a grey cloud in my hall. I ſhall not hear 
the return of a ſon, in his founding arms. Weep, 
ye heroes of Morven ! never more ſhall Oſcar 
riſe l“ 

And they did weep, O Fingal! Dear was the 
hero to their fouls. He went out to battle, anck 
the foes vaniſhed. He returned, in peace, amidſt 
their joy. No father mourned his fon ſlain in 
vouth : no brother his brother of love. The 
tell, without tears, for the chief of the people is 
low ! Bran * is howling at his feet : gloomy 
Luiith is ſad, for he had often led them to the 
chace; to the bounding roe of the defart ! 


When 


* Bran was oas of Fiagal's logs. Bran gvraſics a mountain 
7 


j*1 e.. 
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When Oſcar ſaw his friends around, his heav- 
ing breaſt aroſe. «© The groans,“ he ſaid, of 
aged chiefs : The howling of my dogs: The ſud- 
den burſts of the fong of grief, have melted Of- 
car's ſoul. My ſoul, that never melted before. 
It was like the ſteel of my ſword. Oſſian, carry 
me to my hills! Raiſe the ſtones of my renown. 
Place the horn of a deer : place my ſword by my 
ſide. The torrent hereafter may raiſe the earth: 
the hunter may find the ſteel and ſay, “ This 
has been Oſcar's ſword, the pride of other years!“ 
% Falleſt thou, ſon of my fame! ſhall I never 
ſee thee, Oſcar | When others hear of their ſons 
ſhall I not hear of thee ? The moſs is on thy 
four grey ſtones. 'The mournful wind is there. 
The battle ſhall be fought without thee. Thou 
ſhalt not purſue the dark-brown hinds. When 
the warrior returns ſrom battles,and tells of other 
lands; « I have ſeen a tomb,“ he will ſay, « by 
the roaring ſtream, the dark dwelling of a chief. 
He fell by car-borne Oſcar, the firſt of mortal 
men,” I, perhaps, ſhall hear his voioe. A beam 
of joy will riſe in my ſoul.” 

Night would have deſcended in ſorrow, and 
morning returned in the ſhadow of grief. Our 
chiefs would have ſtood, like cold droping rocks 
on NMoi-lena, and have forgot the war; did not 
the king diſperſe his grief, and raiſe his mighty 
voice. The chiefs, as new-wakened from dreams, 
lift up their heads around. 

How long on Mor-lena ſhall we weep ? How 
long pour in Erin our tears ? 'l he mighty will not 
return. Ofcar ſhall not riſe in his ſtrength. The 
valiant muſt fall in their day, and be no more 
known on their hills. Where are our fathers, 
O warriors ! the chiefs of the times of old? They 
have ſet like ſtars that have ſhone, We only 


hear 
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hear the ſound of their praiſe. But they wers 
renowned in their years: the terror of other 
times. Thus ſhall we paſs away, in the day of 
our fall. Then let us be renowned when we may; 
and leave our fame behind us, like the laſt beams 
of the ſun, when he hides his red head in the welt. 
The traveller mourns his abſence, thinking of the 
flame of his beams. Ullin, my aged bard! take 
thou the ſhip of the king. Carry Ofcar to Selma 
of harps. Let the daughters of Morven weep. 
We muſt fight in Erin, for the race of fallen Cor- 
mac. 'The days of my years begin to fail. I feel 
the weakneſs of my arm. My fathers bend from 
their clouds, to receive their grey-hair'd ſon. 
But before I go hence, one beam of fame ſhall 
riſe. My days ſhall end, as my years begun, in 
fame. My life thall be one ſtream of hight to 
bards of other times | 

Ullin rais'd his white ſails. The wind of the 
ſouth came forth. He bounded on the waves to- 
ward Selma. I remained in my grief, but my 
words were not heard. The feaſt is ſpread on 
Moi-lena, An hundred heroes reared the tomb 
of Cairbar. No ſong is raiſed over the chief. 
His foul had been dark and bloody. The bards 
remembered the fall of Cormac! what could 
they fay in Cairbar's praiſe ? 

Night came rolling down. The light of an 
hundred oaks aroſe. Fingal fat beneath a tree. 
Old Althan * ſtood in the midſt. He told the 
tale of fallen Cormac. Althan the ſon of Cona- 


char, 


* Althan, the ſon of Conachar, was the chief bard of Arth 
king of Ircland. Aſter the death of Arth, Althan attended 
hs ſon Cormac, and was preſent at his death. He had made 
his eſcape from Cairbar, by the means of Cathmor, and com- 


ing to Fingal, related, as here, the death of his maſt: x Cor- 
Lide. 
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char, the friend of car-borne Cuthullin. He 
dwelt with Cormac in windy Temora, when Se- 
mo's ſon fell at Lego's ſtream. The tale of Al- 
than was mournful. The tear was in his eye, 
when he fpoke. 

* « "The ſetting fun was yellow on Dora +. 
Grey evening began to deſcend. Temora's woods 
thook with the blaſt of the inconſtant wind. A 
cloud gathered in the weſt. A red ſtar looked 
from behind its edge. I ſtood in the wood alone. 
I ſaw a ghoſt on the darkening air! His ſtride 
extended from hill to hill. His ſhield was dim 
on his ſide. It was the ſon of Semo. I knew 
the warrior's face. But he paſſed away in his 
blaſt ; and all was dark around! My ſoul was 
ſad. I went to the hall of ſhells. A thouſand 
lights aroſe. The hundred bards had ſtrung the 
harp. . Cormac ſtood in the midſt, like the morn- 
ing (tar, when it rejoices on the eaſtern hill and 
its young beams are bathed in ſhowers. Bright 
and ſilent is its progreſs aloft, but the cloud that 
ſhall hide it, is near! The ſword of Artho t was 
in. the hand of the king. He looked with joy on 
its pelithed ſtuds: thrice he attempted to draw 
it, and thrice he failed; his yellow locks are 
fpread on his ſhoulders : his cheeks of youth, 
are red. 1 mourned over the beam of youth, 
for he was ſoon to ſet !” | 

&« Althan!” he ſaid, with a ſmile, „ didſt 
thou behold my father ? Heavy is the ſword of 
the king; ſurely his arm was ſtrong. O that 
I were like him in battle, when the rage of 
his wrath aroſe ! then would I have met, with 
Cuthullin, 
* Althan ſpeaks. 
+ Doira, the wvooly fide of a mountain; it is here a hill in the 


neighbourhood of 'Temora. 
4 Arth, ar Artho, the father ol Cormac king cf Ireland. 
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Cuthullin, the car-borne ſon of Cantela! But 
years may come on. O Althan! and my arm be 
ſtrong. Haſt thou , .rd of Semo's ſon, the ruler 
of high Temora? He might have returned with 
his fame. He promiſed to return to-night. My 
* bards wait him with ſongs. My feaſt is ſpread 
in the hall of kings.“ 

I heard Cormac in filence. My tgars began to 
flow. I hid them with my aged locks. The 
king perceived my grief.“ Son of Conachar !” 
> he 1aid, © is the ſon of Semo “ low? Why burſts 
= the ſigh in ſecret? Why deſcends the tear! 
Comes the car-borne Torlath ? Comes the ſound 
of red-haired Cairbar ? They come] for I behold 
thy grief. Mofly Tura's chief is low ! Shall I not 
rulh to battle? But I cannot lift the ſpear! O 
had mine arm the ſtrength of Cuthullin, ſoon 
would Cairbar fly; the fame of my fathers would 
be renewed ; and the deeds of other times!“ 

| He took his bow. The tears flow down from 
both his ſparkling eyes. Grief ſaddens round. 


The bards bend forward, from their hundred 


4 harps. The lone blait touched their trembling 
= ſtrings. The ſound +1is ſad and low! A voice is 


> heard at a diſtance, as of one in grief. It was Carril 
> of other times, who came from dark Slimora x. 


7 He told of the fall of Cuthullin He told of his 
= miglity deeds. The people were ſcattered round 
4 his tomb. Their arms lay on the ground. They 
* had 


®* Cuthnllin is called the king of Tura from a caſtle of that 
name on the coaſt of Uiſter, where he dwelt, before he under- 
took the management of the afiurs of Ircland, in the minority 
of Cormac, 

+ That prophetic ſound, mentioned in other poems, which 
the harps of the bards emitted beſore the death of a perſon 


= worthy and renowned, It is here au omen of the death of Cor- 


mac, which, ſoon after, followed. 
8 .. f a hill iu Connaught, near which Cuthullin was 
Killed. | 
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had forgot the war, for he, their fire, was ſeen 
no more | 

« But who,” ſaid the ſoft-voiced Carril, © who 
come like bounding rocs? Their ſtature is like 
young trees in the valley, growing in a ſhower ! 
Soft and ruddy are their cheeks! Fearleſs ſouls 
look forth from their eyes! Who but the ſons 
of Uſnoth *, chief of {treamy Etha ? The peo- 
ple riſe on every fide, Like the ſtrength of an 
half-extinguiſhed fire, when the winds come ſud- 


den, from the deſart, on their ruſtling wings. 


Sudden glows the dark brow of the hill; the 
paſſing mariner lags, on his winds. 'The ſound 
of Caithbat's + ſhicld was heard. The warrnors 
ſaw Cuthullin + in Nathos. So rolled his ſpark- 
ling eyes! his ſteps were ſuch on heath! Battles 
are fought at Lego. The ſword of Nathos pre- 
vails. Soon ſhalt thou behold him in thy halls, 

king of 'Temora of groves !” 
« Soon may I bchold the chief !“ replied the 
blue-cyed king. “ But my ſoul is ſad for Cuthul- 
lin, 


* Uſnoth chicf of Etha, a diſtrict on the weſtern coaſt of 
Scotland, had thice fons, Nathos, Althos, and Ardan, by Slis- 
fama the litter of Cuthullin. "Ihe three. brothers, when very 
young, were ſent over to Ircland by their father, to learn the 
uſe of arms under their uncle, Whoſ military fame was very 
great in that kingdom. They had juil arrived in Uliter when 
the news of Cuihullin's death arrived. Nathos, the cldeſt of 
the three brothers took the command of Cuthullin's army, and 
made head againſt Cairbar the chief of Atha. Cairbar, having, 
at laſt, murdered young king Cormac, at 'Temora, the army 
of Nathcs ſhifted ſides, and the brothers were obliged to re- 
turn into Ulſter, in order to paſs over into Scotland. "The fſe- 
quel of their mournful ſtory is related, at large, in the poem 
of Dar-thula. | 

+ Caithbat was grandfather to Cuthullin; and his ſhield 
was made uſe of to alarm his poſterity to the battles of the ſa- 
mily. 

} That is, they ſaw a manifeſt Ikeneſe between the perſon of 
Nathos and Cuthullin, 
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lin. His voice was pleaſant in mine ear. Often 
have we moved, on Dora, to the chace of the dark 


brown hinds. His bow was unerring on the hills, 


* He ſpoke of mighty men. He told of the deeds 


7 old?” 


ol my fathers. I felt my riſing joy. But fit thou 
> at the feaſt, O Carril! 1 have often heard thy 
voice. Sing in praiſe of Cuthullin. Sing of Na- 
Z thos of Etha * !” 


Day roſe on Temora, with all the beams of 


the eaſt. Crathin came to the hall, the ſon of 
old Gellama +. «© I behold,” he ſaid, „a cloud 
in the deſart, king of Erin! a cloud it ſeemed at 
2 firſt, but now a crowd of men! One ſtrides be- 
fore them in his ſtrength. His red hair flies in 
wind. His ſhield glitters to the beam of the eaſt. 


His ſpear is in his hand.” „ Call him to the feaſt 
of 'Temora,” replied the brightening king. “ My 


hall is the houſe of ſtrangers, ſon of generous 
= Gellama! It is perhaps the chief of Etha, com- 
ing in all his renown. Hail, mighty 4 ſtranger! 
art thou of the friends of Cormac ? But Carril, 
he is dark, and unlovely. He draws his ſword. 


Is that the ſon of Uſnoth, bard of the times of 


« It is not the ſon of Uſnoth!“ ſaid Carril. 


lt is Cairbar thy foe. Why comeſt thou in thy 
arms to 'Temora ? chief of the gloomy brow. 
It not thy ſword riſe againſt Cormac ! Whither 
* Coſt thou turn thy ſpeed ? He paſſed on in dark- 


neſs. IIe ſeized the hand of the king. Cormac 
ſorcſaw his death; the rage of his eyes aroſe. 
«© Retire, thou chief of Atha! Nathos comes with 

war, 


* Nathos the ſon of Uſnoth. 
+ Geal-lamha, wbit--banded. 
} From this expreſſion, we undcrſtand, that Cairbar had 


N the palace of Temora, in the midſt of Cormac's 
Pech. Ly 


| 
|. 
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war. Thou art bold in Cormac's hall, for His 
arm is weak.” The tword entered rhe fide of the 
king. He fell in the halls of his fathers. His 
fair hair is in the dult. His blood is ſmoaking 
round. 

« Art thou fallen in thy halls *?” ſaid Carril. 
« O ſon of noble Artho ! The ſhield of Cuthul- 
lin was not near. Nor the ſpear of thy father. 
Mournful are the mountains of Erin, for the 
chief of the people is low ! Bleſt be thy ſoul, O 
Cormac ! Thou art darkened in thy. youth.” 

His words came to the ears of Cairbar. He 
cloſed + us in the midit of darkneſs. He feared to 
ſtretch his ſword to the bards , though his ſoul 
was dark. Long we pined alone! At length, 
the noble Cathmor came. He heard our voice 
from the cave. He turned the eye of his wrath 
on Cairbar. | 


« Brother of Cathmor,” he ſaid, „how long 


wilt thou pain my ſoul? Thy heart is a rock. 


Thy thoughts are dark and bloody ! But thou 
art the brother of Cathmor ; nd Cathmor ſhall 
ſhine in thy war. But my foul is not like thine : 
thou feeble hand in fight ! The light of my bo- 
ſom is ſtained with thy deeds. Bards will not 
fing of my renown : They may ſay, „ Cathmor 
was brave, but he fought for gloomy Cairbar.” 
They, will paſs over my tomb in ſilence, My 

fame 


* Althan ſpeaks. 

+ That is, himſelf and Carril, as it afterwards appears. 

The perſous of the bards were fo ſacred, that even he, who 
had ju!t murdered his ſovereign, feared to ki them. 

j Cathmore appears the fame diſintereited hero upon every 
accaſion. His hunanity and gen rofity were nnparalicicd : 
in ſhort, he had no fault but too much attachment to fo bad 
2a brother as Cairbar. His family connection with «© arbar 
prevails, as he expreſſes it, over every other contide; anon, 
and makes him engage in a war, of which he docs not ap- 
prove, 
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fame ſhall not be heard. Cairbar ! looſe the 
bards. They are the ſons of future times. Their 
voice ſhall be heard in other years; aſter the 
kings of "Femora have failed. We came forth at 
the words of the chief. We ſaw him in his 
ſtrength. tle was like thy youth, O Fingal ! 
when thou firſt didit lift the ſpear. His face was 
like the plain of the ſun, when it is bright. No 
darkneſs travelled over his brow. But he came 
with his thouſands to aid the red-haired Cairbar. 
Now he comes to revenge his death, O king of 
woody Morven !” 

« Let Cathmor come,” replied the king. «TI 
love a foe ſo great. His ſoul is bright. His arm 
is ſtrong. His battles are full of fame. But the 
little ſoul is a vapour that hovers round the mar- 
ſhy lake. It never riſes on the green hill, leſt 
the winds ſhould meet it there. Its dwelling is 
in the cave, it ſends forth the dart of death! 
Our young heroes, O warriors | are like the re- 
nown of our fathers. They fight in youth. They 
fall. There names are in ſong. Fingal is amid 
his darkening years. He muſt not fall, as an 
aged oak, acroſs a ſecret ſtream. Near it are 
the ſteps of the hunter, as it lies beneath the 
wind, © How has that tree fallen?“ he ſays, 
and, whiſtling, ſtrides along. Raiſe the ſong 
of joy, ye bards of Morven ! Let our ſouls for- 
get the paſt. The red {ſtars look on us from 
clouds, and filently deſcend. Soon ſhall the 


grey beam of the morning riſe, and ſhew us the 


toes of Cormac. Villan ! my ſon, take thou the 
ſpear of the king. Go to Mora's dark-brown 
ſide. Let thine eyes travel over the heath. Ob- 
ſerve the foes of Fingal : Obſerve the courſe of 
generous Cathmor. I hear a diſtant ſound, like 
lalling of rocks in the deſart. But ſtrike thou thy 

thield, 
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ſhield, at times, that they may not come thro? 
night, and the fame of Morven ceaſe. I begin 
to be alone, my ſon. I dread the fall of my re- 
nown !” 

The voice of bards aroſe. The king leaned on 
the ſhield of Trenmor. Sleep deſcended on his 
eyes. His future battles aroſe in his dreams. 

he hoſt are ſleeping around. Dark-haired Fil- 
lan obſerves the foe. His ſteps are on a diſtant 
hill. We hear, at times, his clanging ſhield. 


IN EIGHT BOOKS. 


BOOK II. 
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ARGUMENT to Boox II. 


This book opens, we may ſuppoſe, about midnight, with a ſfo= 

liloquy cf Oſſian, who had retired from the reſt of the ar- 
. my, to mourn for his ſon Oſcar. Upon hearing the noiſe 
ö of Cathmor's army approaching, he went to find out his 
. brother Fillan, who kept the watch on the hill of Mora, in 
1 the front of Fingaſ's army. In the converſation of the bro- 
there, the epiſode of Conar the ſon of 'Trenmor, who was 
the firſt king of Ireland, is introduced, which lays open the 

| origin of the conteſts hetween the Cael and Firbolg, the two 

| nations who firſt poſſeſſed themſelves of that iſland. Oſſian 
FE kindles a fire on Mora; upon which Cathmor deſiſted from 
f the deſign he had formed of ſurpriſing the army of the Cale- 
1 donians. He calls a council of his chiefs; reprimands Fol- 0 
} dath for adviſing a night-attack, as the Iriſh army were flo t 
Ih much ſuperior in number to the enemy. The bard Fonar 2 
introduces the ſtory of Crothar, the auceſtor of the king, 1 
which throws further light on the hiſtory of Ireland, and the Ss L 
original preteritions of the family of Atha, to the throne of 
that kingdom. The Iriſh chiefs he down to reſi, and Cath- 
mor himſelf undertakes the watch. In his circuit, round the 
army, he is met by Oſſian. The interview of the two heroes 
is deſcribed. Cathmor obtains a promiſe from Oſſian, to or- 
der a funeral elegy to be ſung over the grave of Cairbar ; it 
being the opinion of the times, that the ſofils of the dead 
1 could not be happy, till their elegies were ſung by a bard. 
0 Morning comes. Cathmor and Oſſian part; and the latter, 
I caſually meeting with Carril the ſon of Kinfena, ſends that 
| bard, with a ſuneral ſong to the tomb of Cairbar. 


| 


2 
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Fern of heroes! O Trenmor! Hipl: 
dweller of eddying winds! where the dark-red 
thunder marks the troubled clouds! Open thou 
thy ſtormy halls. Let the bards of old be near. 
Let them draw near, with ſongs and their half- 

viewleſs harps. No dweller of miſty valley comes ! 
No hunter unknown at his ſtreams ! It is the 
car-borne Oſcar, from the fields of war. Sud- 
den is thy change, my ſon, from what thou wert 
on dark Moi-lena! The blaſt folds thee in its 
ſkirt, and ruſtles through the ſky! Doſt thou 


not behold thy father, at the ſtream of night? 
VorL. II. C The 


- 


* "Though this book has little aHion, it is not the leaſt in- 
vortant part of 'I'emora. Ihe poet, in ſeveral epiſodes, runs 
tp the cauſe of the war to the very fource. The firſt popula- 
don of Ireland, the wars between the two nations who origi- 
rally poſſeſſed that iſland, its firſt race of kings, and the revo- 
tions of its government, are important facts, and are dcli- 
vered by the poet, with Jo little mixture of the fabulous, that 
one cannot help preferring his accounts to the improhable 
hetions of the Scotch and Iriſh hiſtorians, The Mileſian 
tallcs bear about them the marks of a late invention. To 
trace their legends to their ſource would be no ditlicult taſk ; 
but a diſquiſition of this fort would extend this note too far, 
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The chiefs of Morven flcep far-diſtant. They 
have loſt no fon ! But ye have loſt a hero, chiefs 
| of reſounding Morven ! who could equal his 
| Arength, when battle rolled againſt his fide, like 
1 the darkneſs of crouded waters? Why this 
. cloud on Oſſian's foul ? It ought to burn in dan- 
In - ger. Erin is near with her hoſt. The king of 
, Selma 15 alone. Alone thou ſhalt not be, my 
| {ather, while I can lift the ſpear ! 

I roſe, in all my arms. I roſe and liſtened to 
the wind. The ſhield of Fillan + is not heard. 
] tremble for the ſon of Fingal. « Why ſhould 
the foe come by night ? Why {hould the dark- 
haired warrior fail?“ Diſtant, fullen murmurs 
riſe: like the noiſe of the lake of Lego, when its 
waters ſhrink, in the days of froſt, and all its 
burſting ice reſounds. The people of Lara look 
to heaven, and foreſce the ſtorm! My. ſteps are 
forward on the heath. 'Ihe ſpear of Oſcar in 4 ; 
my hand! Red ſtars looked from high. I MF |} 


wed Gly 
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gleamed, along the night. | = 
73 
+ We underſtand, frem the preceding book, that Cathmor 
Was bear with an army. N. hen C ard r was killed, the tribes | | 
who attended him icli back to Catbmor; who, as it afterwards | | 
.ypears, had taken a reſolution to ſurzvize Fingal by night. 


Pillan was diſpatched to the hill of Mora, which was in the | 
front of the Caledonians, to obſerve the motions of Cathmir. þ 
In this ſituation were affairs when Oman, upon hearing the | | 


noiſe of. the approaching enemy, went to ind out his bro- {| 
ther. Iheir conv: ratio n naturally introduces the epilode, | | 
concerning Copar the ſon of i renmor, the firfc Irin mo- 
narcli, which is fo necefitary to the underſtanding the forndas 
uon of the rebelliou and uſorpation of Cuirbar and Cathmor. Þ 
Filian was the yourge!t of the fons of Fingal, then livins, 
"eo 125 7 Boimina, mentioned in the batt/e of Lora, Were the 
only cluicten of the sung, by Cistho the daughter of Ca- 
tut: a King of in15-tore, Whom he had taken to wife, alter 
the dcath of Ros- rana, 


Conar king c Ireland. 
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I ſaw Fillan ſilent before me, bending forward 
ſrom Mora's rock. He heard the ſhout of the foes. 
The joy of his ſoul aroſe. He heard my ſounding 
tread, and turned his lifced ſpear. „ Comelt 
thou, ſon of night, in peace? Or doſt thou meet 
my wrath? The foes of Fingal are mine. Speak, 
or fear my ſteel. I ſtand not, in vain, the thield 
of Morven's race.” «© Never mayſt thou ſtand 
in vain, fon of blue-eyed Clatho ! Fingal begins 
to be alone. Darkneſs gathers on the laſt of his 
days. Yet he has two + ſons who ought to 
ſhine in war. Who ought to be two beams of 
light, near the ſteps of his departure.” 

« Son of Fingal,” replied the youth, © it is 
not long ſince I raiſed the ſpear. Few arc the 
marks of my ſword in war. But Filian's ioul is 
fire ! The chiefs of Bolga 4 crow around the 
ſineld of gencrous Cathmor. Their gathering 
is on that heath. Shall my ſteps approach their 
hoit? 1 yielded to Ofcar alone, in the ſtrife of 
the race, on Cona !”? 


84 « Fillan, 


+ That is, two ſons in Ireland. Fergus, the ſecond ſon of 
Fingal, was, at that time, on an expedition, which is mon- 
tioned in one of the leſſer poems. He, according to ſome 
traditions, was the anceltor of Fergus, the fon of Fre or Are 
cath, commonly called Ferg.s the ſcond in the Scotch tiftorios, 
The beginning of the rign of Fergus over the Scots, is placed 
by the moſt approve annals of Scotland, in the fourth year of 
the fifth age: a full century after the death of Offtan. The 
g ncalogy of his family is recorded thus by the Highland 
dchachies; Fergus Tore Arcath, ATac-Chongael, Mic Fergus, 
Tac Fion-giet na buai'; i c. Fergus the fon of Arcath, tie 
ſn of Congal, the ſon of Fergus, the fon of Fingal tbe 
riot. This ſubjea is treated more at large, in the diſ- 
ſertation annexcd to the poem. 

{ The ſouthern parts of Ir: Jand went, ſor ſome time under 
the name of Bolga, ftrom-h- Fir-bolg or Belge of Britain, who 
ſettled a colony there. Bolg fignittes @ guiver, from which 
proceeds Fir- lulg, 1. e. bow-men; io called trom their uling 
bows more than any of the neighbouring nations. 
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6 Fillan, thou ſhalt not approach their hoſt ; 
nor fall before thy fame is known. My name is 
heard in ſong ; when needful I advance. From 
the ſkirts of night I ſhall view them over all their 
gleaming tribes. Why, Fillan, didſt thou ſpeak 
ot Oſcar! Why awake my figh ? I muſt forget + 
the warrior, till the ſtorm is rolled away. Sad- 
neſs ought not to dwell in danger, nor the tear 
in the eye of war. Our fathers forgot their 
fallen ſons, till the noiſe of arms was paſt. Then 
ſorrow returned to the tomb, and the ſong of 
bards aroſe.” 'The memory of thoſe, who fell, 
quickly followed the departure of war: When 
the tumult of battle is paſt, the ſoul, in ſilence, 
melts away, for the dead. 

Conar + was the brother of Trathal, firſt of 
mortal men. His battles were on every coalt. A. 
thouſand ftreams rolled down the blood of his 

focs. 


+ After this paſſage, Oſcar is not mentioned in all Temora. 
Ine Fruations of the characters who act in the poem are ſo in- 
tereſting, that others, forcign to the ſuhject, could not he in- 
troduced with any luſtre. Though the cpiſode, which fol- 
loves, may fecm to flow naturally enough from the converſa- 
tion of the brothers, yet I have ſhewn, in a preceding note, 
and more at large, in the differtatica annexed to this cole 
I-&tion, that the poet had a farther deſign in view. 

+ Conar, the brit king of Irclind, was the tun of Trenmor, 
the great-grand-fattter of Fingal. It was on account of this 
family-co action, that Fingal was engaged in fo many wars 
ia the cauſe of the race of Conar. Tho few of the actions of 
Irenmor are mentioned, he was the moſt renowned name of 
antiquity. Ihe moſt probable opinion concerning him is, 
that he was the firſt who united the tribes of the Caledo- 
nians, and commanded them in chief, againſt the inc ut ſions 
of the Romans, The gencalogiſts of the North have traced 
his family fur back, and given a liſt of his an ceitors to Cham: 
mir nan lan, or Conmor "of the ſwords, * ho, according to 
them, was the firſt who crofled the great Ya, to Caledonia, 
from which circumſtance his name procceded, which ſ1gnifies 
Great ccean.. Genea vies of ſo ancient a date, however are 
lit de to be depended upon. 
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foes. His fame filled green Erin, like a pleaſant 

ale. The nations gathered in Ullin, and they 
bleſſed the king; the king of the race of their 
fathers, from the land of Selma. 

The chiefs + of the ſouth were gathered in the 
darkneſs of their pride. In the horrid cave of 
Muma they mixed their ſecret words. Thither 
often, they faid, the ſpirits of their fathers came; 
{ſhewing their pale forms from the chinky rocks: 
reminding them of the honour of Bolga. “ Why 
ſhould Conar reign,” they ſaid, „ the ſon of re- 
ſounding Morven ?” 

They came forth, like the ſtreams of the de- 
ſart, with the roar of their hundred tribes. Co- 
nar was a rock before them : broken they rolled 
on every fide. But often they returned, and the 
ions of Selma fell. The king ſtood, among the 
tombs of his warriors. He darkly bent his 
mournful face. His ſoul was rolled into itſelf: 
and he had marked the place where he was to 
fall; when Trathal came, in his ſtrength, his 
brother from cloudy Morven. Nor did he come 
alone. Colgar ꝓ was at his ſide ; Colgar the fon 
of the king and of white-boſomed Solincorma. 


C 3 As 


+ The chiefs of the Fir-bolg who poſſuſſed themſclves of the 
fouth of Ireland, prior, perhaps, to the ſettlement of the 
Cab of Caledonia, and the Hebrides, in Ulſter. From the 
lequel, it appears that the Fir-bolg were, by much, the molt 
powerful nation; and it is probable that the Cel muſt have 
lubmitted to them, had they not received ſuccours from their 
mother- country, under the command of Conar. 

t Colg-er, fiercely-loking wwnrrior. Sulin-corma, Je ever, 
Colger was the eldeſt of the ſons of Trathal : Combal, who 
was the father of Fingal, was very young when the preſcut 
expedition to Ireland happened. It is remarkable, that, of 
ali the anceſtors of Fingal, tradition makes the leaſt mention 
of Comhal; which, probably proceeded ſrom the unfortu- 
nate life and untimely death of that hero. From ſome paſla- 
ges, concerning him, we learn, indeed, that he was brave, 
but Le wanted cenduR. 


30 EN 


As Trenmor, cloathed with meteors, deſcends 
from the halls of thunder, pouring the dark 
ſtorm before him over the troubled ſea : ſo Col- 
gar deſcended to battle, and waſted the echoing 
field. His father rejoiced over the hero: but an 
arrow came! His tomb was raiſed, without a 
tear. 'The king was to revenge his ſon. He 


lightened forward in battle, till Bolga yielded at 


her ſtreams ! 

When peace returned to the land : When his 
blue waves bore the king to Morven : then he 
remembered his ſon, and poured the ſilent tear. 
Thrice did the bards, at the cave of Furmono, 
call the ſoul of Colgar. They called him to the 
hil!s of his land. He heard them in his miſt. 
Trathal placed his ſword in the cave, that the 
ſpirit' of his ſon might rejoice. 

« Colgar +, ſon of Trathal!“ ſaid Fillan, 
&« thou wert renowned in youth! But the king 
hath not marked my ſword, bright ſtreaming on 
the field. I go forth with the crowd. Ireturn, 
without my fame. But the foe approaches 
Ollian! I heard their murmur on the heath. The 
ſound of their ſteps is like thunder, in the boſom 
of the ground, when the rocking hills thake their 
groves, and not a blaſt pours from the darkened 
{k * 

Ofian ! turned ſudden on. his ſpear. He 
raiſed the flame of an oak on high. I ſpread it 
large, on Mora's wind. Cachmor ſtopt in his 

courle. 


+ The poem begins here to mark ſtrongly the character of 
Fillan, who is to make ſo great a figure in the ſequel. [iz 
has the impatience, the ambition aud fire which are peculi:r 
to a young hero, Kindled with the lame of Colgar, he for- 
gets his untimely fall. From Fillan's expreſſions in this paſ- 
ſage,” it would ſeem, that he was neglected by Fingal, on ac- 
count of his youth. 
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courſe. Gleaming he ſtood, like a rock, on 
whoſe ſides are the wandering of blaſts: which 
ſeize its echoing ſtreams, and clothe them over 
with ice. So ſtood the friend + of ſtrangers ! 
The winds lift his heavy locks. Thou art the 
talleſt of the race of Erin, king of ſtreamy Atha! 

« Firſt of bards,“ ſaid Cathmor, “ Fonar , 
call the chiefs of Erin. Call red-hair'd Cormar: 
dark-browed Malthos: the fide-long-looking 
gloom of Maronan. Let the pride of Foldath ap- 
pear. The-red-rolling eye of Turlotho. Nor let 
Hidalla be forgot; his voice, in danger, is the 
ſound of .a ſhower, when it falls in the blaſted 
vale, near Atha's falling ſtream. Pleaſant is its 
ſound, on the plain, whilſt broken thunder tra- 
vels over the ſky!” 

They came, in their clanging arms. They 
bent forward to his voice, as if a ſpirit of their 
fathers ſpoke from a cloud of night. Dreadful 
ſhone they to the light; like the fall of the 
ſtream of Brumo $, when the meteor lights it, 
before the nightly ſtranger. Shuddering, he 
{tops in his journey, and looks up for the beam 


of the morn | 
C 4 « Why 


+ Cathmor is diſtinguiſhed, by this honourable title, on ac- 
count of his generoſity to rangers, which was ſo great as to 
be remarkable even in thoſe days of hoſpitality. 

t Finar, the man of fong. Before the introduction of Chriſti- 
anity a name was not impoſed upon any perſon, till he had 
diſtinguiſhed him if by ſome remarkable action, from which 
his name ould be derived. 

$ Brumo was a place of worſhip (Fing. h. 6.) in Craca, 
which is ſuppoſed to be one of rac 1fles of Shetland. It was 
thought that the ſpirits of the d<ceated haunted it, by night, 
which adds more terror to the deſcription introduced here. 
The b»rrid circle of Bruwo, where often, they ſaidg the . of 
the dead Lawied round the fone of fear. 


32 C Book II. 


« Why + delights Foldath,” ſaid the king, 
«« to pour the blood of foes by night ! Fails his 
arm in battle, in the beams of day!] Few are the 
foes before us, why ſhould we clothe us in ſhades? 
The valiant delight to ſhine, in the battles of 
their land! Thy counſel was in vain, chief of 
Moma! The ey:s of Morven do not fleep. They 
are watchful, as cagles on their moſly rocks. Let 
each collect, beneath his cloud, the ſtrength of 
his roaring tribe. To- morrow I move, in light, 
to meet the foes of Bolga? Mighty + was he 
that is low, the race of Borbar-Duthul !” 

“Not unmarked !” ſaid Foldath, were my 
ſteps before thy race. In light I met the ſoes of 
Cairbar. 'The warrior praiſed my deeds. But his 
ſtone was raiſed without a tear? No bard {6 ſung 
over Erin's king. Shall his foes rejoice along 
their moſſy hills? No: they muſt not rejoice! 
He was the friend of Foldath ! Our words were 
mixed, in ſecret, in Moma's ſilent cave; whilſt 
thou, a boy in the field, purſuedſt the thiſtle's 
beard. With Moma's ſons 1 ſhall ruſh abroad, 
and find the foe, on his duſky hills. Fingal thall 
lie, without his ſong, the gray-haired king of 
Selma.“ 

« oſt thou think, thou ſeeble man,” replied 
Cathmor, half enraged: “ Doſt thou think Fin- 
gal can fall, without his fame, in Erin? Could 
the bards be filent at the tomb of Sclma's wing ? 

'The 


+ From this paſſage, it appears, that it was Foldath who had 
adviſed the night-attack. The gloomy character of Foldath 
is properly contraſted to the generous, the open Cathmor. 

t By this exclamation Cathmor intimates that he intends 
o revenge the death of his brother Cairbar. 

$ To have no funeral elegy ſung over his tomb, was, 
vmong the Celtze, reckoned the greateſt misfortune thar 
could beſal a man; as hie ſou] conld net otherwiſe be admitted 
to the airy ball of bir fathers. 
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The ſong would burſt in ſecret ! the ſpirit of the 
king would rejoice! It is when thou ſhalt fall, 
that the bard ſhall forget the ſong. Thou art 
dark, chief of Moma, though thine arni 1s a tem- 
peſt in war. Do I forget the king of Erin, in 
his narrow houſe ? My toul is not loſt to Cairbar 
the brother. of my love! I marked the bright 
beams of joy, which travelled over his cloudy 
mind, when I returned, with fame, to Atha of 
the ſtreams.” 

Tall they removed, beneath the words of the 
king. Each to his own dark tribe; where, hum- 
ming, they rolled on the heath, faint-glittering 
to the ſtars: like waves, in a rocky bay, before 
the nightly wind. Beneath an oak lay the chief 
of Atha. His ſhield, a duſky round, hung high. 
Near him, againſt a rock, leaned the fair ſtran- 
ger * of Inis-huna: that beam of light, with 
wandering locks, from Lumon of the roes, At 
diſtance roſe the voice of Fonar, with the deeds 
of the days of old. The ſong fails, at times, in 
Lubar's growing roar ! | 

“ Crothar +,” begun the bard, « firſt dwelt 
at Atha's moily ſtream ! A thouſand 4 oaks, from 


C 5 the 


* By tle ranger of Tris-huna, is meant Sulmalla, the daugh- 
ter of Conmor king of Inis-huna, the ancient name of that part 
of South Britain, which is next to the Iriſh coat. She had 
followed Cathmor in diſguiſe, IIer ſtory is related'at large in 
the ſourth hook. 

+ Crothar was the anceſtor of Cathmor, and the firſt of his 
ſamily who had ſettled in Atha. It was, in his time, that the 
firit wars were kindled between the Fir-bolg and Cabl. "The 
propriety of the epiſode is evident; as the conteſt which origi- 
nally role between Crothar and Conar, ſubſiſted afterwards be- 
tween their poſterity, and was the foundation of the ſtory of 
the poem. | 

From this circumſtance we may learn, that the art of 
building with ſtone was not known in Ireland ſo carly as the 
days of Crothar. When the colony were long ſettled in the 

. country, 


4 TS MAG Ma Boox II. 


033 


the mountains, formed his echoing hall. Thie 
gathering of the people was there, around the 
feaſt of the bluc-eyed king. But whe, amony 
his chiefs, was like the ſtately Crothar ? Warri— 
ors kindled in his preſence. The young ſigh 
of the virgins roſe. In Alnecma * was the war- 
rior honoured : the firſt of the race of Bolga. 

« He purſued the chace in Ullin : on the 
moſs-covered top of Drumardo. From the wood 
looked the daughter of Cathmin, the blue-roll- 
ing eye of Con-lama. Her figh roſe in ſecret, 
She bent her head, midſt her wandering locks, 
The moon looked in, at night, and ſaw the 
white-toſſing of her arms; for ſhe thought of the 
mighty Crothar, in the ſeaſon of dreams. 

« Three days feaſted Crothar with Cathmiy. 
On the fourth they awaked the hinds. Con-lama 
moved to the chace, with all her lovely ſteps. 
She met Crothar in the narrow path. 'The bow 
fell, at once, from: her hand. She turned her 
face away, and half-hid it with her locks. The 

| love 


ountrv, the arts of civil life began to increals among them, 
= we find mention mace of che t-ww-rs of Atha in the time of 

athmor, which could not weil be applied to Wooden Ly:itd 
ings. In Caledonia they begun very earty to build with fone, 
None of the houſes of Finp: d, excepting Ti-forrmal, were oi 
wood. Ti-foirmul was the great hall where the bards met to 
repeat their compolitions annually, before they ſubmitted then 
to the judgment of the king in Selma. By fome accident «1 
other, this wooden houſe happened to be burnt, and an an. wal { 
bard, in the character of Ollian, has left us a curious catulog 
of the furniture which it contained, The poem is not juſt now in 
my land-, otherwiſe 1 would lay here a tranſlation of it before 
the reader. It has little poetical merit, and evidently bears the 
maiks of a later period. 

0 Alnecma, or Amecmacht, was the ancient name of Con- 
naught. U Un is Ni] the Iriſh name (f the province of Ulſter. 
To avoid the multiplying of notes, I ſhall here prve the fig. 
fication of the names in th's ep ſode. Drumardo, I vi <<. 
Cathnin, calm fn battle. LOnlamba, ſoft hand. Iurlech, 1 
of £5: quiver, Cormul, die eye. 
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love of Crothar roſe. He brought the white- 
boſomed maid to Atha. Bards raiſed the ſong in 
her preſence. Joy dwelt round the daughter of 


Cathmin. 


« The pride of Turloch roſe, a youth who 
loved the white-handed Con-lama. He came, 
with battle, to Alnecma; to Atha of the roes. 
Cormul went forth to the ſtrife, the brother of 
car-borne Crothar. He went forth, but he fell. 
The ſigh of his people roſe. Silent and tall, acroſs 


the ſtream, came the darkening ſtrength of Cro- 


thar : he rolled the foe from Alnecma. He re- 
turned, midſt the joy of Con-lama. 

« Battle on battle comes. Blood is poured on 
blood. The tombs of the valiant rife. Erin's 
clouds are hung round with ghoſts. The chiefs 
of the ſouth gathered round the echoing ſhield 
of Crothar. He came, with death, to the paths 
of the foe. The virgins wept, by the ſtreams of 
Ullin. They looked to the miſt of the hill: No 
hunter deſcended from its folds. Silence dark- 
enced in the land. Blaſts fighed lonely on grafly 
tombs, 

« Deſcending like the eagle of heaven, with 
all its ruſtling wings, when he forlakes the blaſt, 
with joy, the fon of Trenmor came; Conar, arm 
oi death, from Morven of the groves. He pour- 
ed his might along green Erin. Death dimly 
ſtrode behind his ſword. The ſons of Bolga fled, 
from his courſe, as from a ſtream, that burſting 
from the ſtormy deſart, rolls the fields together, 
with all their echoing woods, Crothar ꝗ met him 

in 


+ The delicacy here with regard to Crothar, is proper. 
As he was the anceſtor of (armor, to whom the epiſode is 


addreſſed, the bard ſoftens his J-feat, by only mentioning that. 


bis peop!, fled, Cethmor took the ſong of Fonar in an vne 
wa rare 1 * = 


| 
1 
1 
ö 
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in battle: but Alnecma's warriors fled. The 
king of Atha ſlowly retired, in the grief of his 
ſoul. He afterwards ſhone in the ſouth; but 
dim as the ſun of Autumn, when he viſits, in 
his robes of miſt, Lara of dark ſtreams. The 
withered graſs is covered with dew : the field, 
tho' bright, is ſad ?”? 

«© Why wakes the bard before me,” ſaid Cath- 
mor, * the memory of thoſe who fled ? Has ſome 
ghoſt, from his duſky cloud, bent forward to 
thine ear; to frighten Cathmor from the field, 
with the tales of old? Dwellers of the ſkirts of 
night, your voice is but a blaſt to me; which 
takes che grey thiſtle's head, and ſtrews its beard 
on ſtreams. Within my boſom is a voice. Others 
hear 1t not. His ſoul forbids the king of Erin to 
ſhrink back from war.” 

Abaſhed the bard ſinks back in night: retired 
he bends above a ſtream. His thoughts are on 
the days of Atha, when Cathmor heard his ſong 
with joy. His tears come rolling down. The 
winds are in his beard. Erin flzeps around. No 
ſleep comes down on Cathmor's eyes. Dark, in 
his ſoul, he ſaw the ſpirit of low-laid Cairbar. 
He ſaw him, without his ſong, rolled in a blaſt 
of night. He roſe. His ſteps were round the 
hoſt. He ſtruck, at times, his echoing ſhield. 
The found reached Oſſian's ear, on Mora's moſly 
brow. | 
“ Fillan,” 


favourable light. The bards, being of the order of the Dru- 
ids, who pretended to a foreknowledge of events, were ſup- 
poſed to have ſome ſupernatural preſcience of futurity. The 
king thought, that the choice of Fonar's ſong proceeded, from 
his foreſceing the unfortunate ifſue of the war; and that his 
own fate was ſhadowed out, in that of his anceſtor Crothar. 
The attitude of the bard, after the reprimand of his patron, 
is pictureſque and affecting. We admire the ſpeech of Cath- 
mor, but lament the eſſect it has on the feeling foul of the 
good old poet. 
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« Fillan,” I ſaid, « the foes advance. I hear 
the ſhield of war. Stand thou in the narrow path. 


me ſeemed the form. He ſtretched his hand in 
night. He ſpoke the words of kings. 
i « Friend of the ſpirits of heroes, do I meet 
* thee thus in ſhades? I have wiſhed for thy ſtately 
ſteps in Atha, in the days of joy. Why ſhould 
my ſpear now ariſe ? 'The ſun muſt behold us, 
Otlian, when we bend, gleaming, in the ſtrife. 
Future warriors ſhall mark the place : and, ſhud- 
dering, think of other years. They ſhail mark 
it, like the haunt of the ghoſts, pleaſant and 
dreadful to the ſoul.” 

« Shall it then be forgot,” I ſaid, “ where 
we meet in peace ? Is the remembrance of battles 
always pleaſant to the foul ? Do not we behold, 
with joy, the place where our fathers feaſted ? 
But our eyes are full of tears, on the fields of 


their war. This ſtone ſhall riſe, with all its moſs, 
and 


ut Oſflian ſhall mark their courſe. If over my fall 
n the hoſt ſhould pour; then be thy buckler heard. 
e Awake the king on his heath, leſt his fame ſhould 
!; X fly away.” I ftrode in all my rattling arms; 

*Z wide-bounding over a ſtream that darkly winded, 
i- in the field, before the king of Atha. Green 
c *F Atha's king, with lifted ſpear, came forward on 
my courſe. Now would we have mixed in horrid 
l, Z fray, like two contending ghoſts, that bending 
f forward, from two clouds, fend forth the roaring 
1 Z winds; did not Oſſian behold, on high, the hel- 
d met of Erin's kings. The eagle's wind ſpread 
S above it, ruſtling in the breeze. A red ſtar look- 
cd through the plumes. I itopt the lifted ſpear. 

* « The helmet of kings is before me! Who 
i 3 art thou, ſon of night? Shall Oſſian's ſpear be 
= renowned, when thou art lowly-laid ? At once 
4 4 he dropt the gleaming lance. Growing before 
} 
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and ſpeak to other years. “ Here Cathmor and 
Oihan met: the warriors met in peace!” When? 


thou, O ſtone, ſhalt fail. When Lubar's ſtream 
mall roll away! then ſhall the traveller come, 
and bend here, perhaps, in reſt. When the 
darkened moon is rolled over his head, our ſha— 
dowy forins may come, and mixing with his 
dreams, remind him of this place. But why turneſt 
thou ſo dark away, ſon of Borbar duthul * f” 

« Not forgot, fon of Fingal, ſhall we aſcend 
theſe winds. Our deeds are ſtreams of light, be- 
fore the eyes of bards. But darkness is rolled 
on Atha : the king is low, without his ſong: itil 
there was a beam towards Cathmor from his 
itormy ſoul; like the moon, in a cloud, amidſt 
the dark-red courſe of thunder.” 

& Son of Erin,“ I replied, „ my wrath dwells 
not in his earth + My hatred flies, on cagle- 
wing, from the foe that is low. He ſhall hear 
the ſong of bards. Cairbar ſhall rejoice on his 
winds.” 

Cathmor's ſwelling ſoul aroſe. He took the 
dagger from his file ; and placed it gleaming in 
my hand. He placed i, in my hand, with ſighis, 
and, ſilent, itrode away. Mine eyes followed 
his departure. He dimly gleamed, like the form 
of a ghoit, which meets a traveller, by night, on 

the 


* Borbar-duchul, the ry barrier of the dark-brown cher. 
That his nanze ſuited well with his character, we may calily 
conceive, from the ſtory delivered concerning him, by Mal- 
thos, toward the end of Þ- fixth hook. He was the bruther of 
that Colculla, who is mentioned in the epitode which begins the 
fourth book. a 

+ This reply abounds with the ſentiments of noble mind. 
Though, of all men living, he was the moſt injur d Can bar, 
yet he lays aſich his rage as the fre non; ler. How mifferert is 
this from tho behaviour of the heroes of other ancicnt pocms ? 
Cynthius aurem wiltte 
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the dark-ſkirted heath. His words are dark like 
ſongs of old: with morning ſtrides the unfiniſh- 
ed thade away | 

+ Who comes from Lubar's vale ? From the 
ſkirts of the morning miit ? The drops of heaven 
are on his head. His ſteps are in the paths of 
the ſad. It is Carril of other times. He comes 
ſrom FTura's ſilent cave. I behold it dark in the 
rock, through the thin folds of miſt. There, per- 
haps, Cuthullin fits, on the blaſt which bends its 
tecs. Picaiant is the ſony of the morning from 
the bard of Erin ! 

„ The waves crowd away,” faid Carril. 
« They crowd away for fear. They hear the 
ſound of thy coming forth, O ſun ! Terrible is 
thy beauty, fon of heaven, when death is de- 
ſcending on thy locks: when thou rolleſt thy va- 
pours before thee, over the blaſted hoſt. But 
pleaſant is thy beam to the hunter, ſitting by the 
rock in a ſtorm, when thou ſheweſt thyſelf from 
the parted cloud, and brighteneit his dewy locks: 
he looks down on the {treaniy vale, and beho!ds 
the deſcent of roes! How long ſhalt thou riſe on 
war, and roll, a bloody fhield, through heaven? 
I ice the deaths of hcrocs, dark-wandering over 
thy face!“ | 

« Why wander the words of Carril?“ I ſaid. 
& Does the ſun of heaven mourn ? Ie is un- 
ſtained in his courſe, ever rejoicing in his fire. 
Roll on, thou careleſs hight. Thou, too, per- 


haps, 


+ The morning of the ſecond day, from the opening of the 
poem comes on. After the death of Cuthulhim, Carril, the ſon 
of Kinfer1, his bard, retired to the cave of Pura, which was in 
the neigibuurhood of Neoi-lera, the fcene of the poem of Te- 
more. Is caſual appearance here enabies Offian to fulfil im- 
mectely the promiſe he had made to Cithmor, of cauſing the 
Fuer, ng to be. prerouticed ever the towh of. Cairbar. This 
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haps, mult fall. Thy darkening hour may ſeize 
thee, ſtruggling, as thou rolleſt through thy ſky. 
But pleaſant is the voice of the bard : pleaſant to 
Oſſian's ſoul! It is like the ſhower of the morn- 
ing, when it comes through the ruſtling vale, on 
which the ſun looks through miſt, juſt riſing from 
his rocks. But this is no time, O bard! to fit 
down, at the ſtrife of ſong. Fingal is in arms 
on the vale. Thou ſeeſt the flaming ſhield of 
the king. His face darkens between his locks. 
He beholds the wide rolling of Erin. Does not 
Carril behold that tomb, beſide the roaring 
ſtream ? Three ſtones lift their grey heads, be- 
neath a bending oak. A king is lowly laid! 
Give thou his ſoul to the wind. He is the bro- 
ther of Cathmor! Open his airy hall! Let thy 


ſong be a ſtream of joy ts Cairbar's darkened 
ghoſt !” 
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Morning coming on, Fingal, after a ſpeech to his people, de. 
volves the command on Gaul, the fon of Morni; it being 


the cuſtom of the times that the king ſhould not engage, 
till the neceſſity of affairs required his ſuperior valour and 
conduct. The king and Offian retire to the rock of Cor- 
mul, which overlooked the field of battle. The hards ſing 
the war-ſong. The general conflict is deſcribed. Gaul, 
the ſon of Morni, diitinguiſhes himſelf ; kills Turlathon, 
chief of Moruth, and other chiefs of leſſer name. On the 


other hand, Foldath, who commanded the Iriſh army, (for 
Cathmor, after the example of Fingal, kept himſelf from 


battle) fights gallantly ; kills Connal, chief of Dun-lora, 3 
and advances to engage Gaul himſelf. Gaul, in the mean 


time, being wounded in the hand by a random arrow, it 


covered by Fillan, the ſon of Fingal, who performs prodi- © 


gies of valour. Night comes on. The horn of Fingal re- 
calls is army, The bards meet them with a congratul2- 
tory ſong, in which the praiſes of Gaul and Fillan are par- 


ticularly celebrated. The chiefs fit down at a feaſt ; Fin- 1 


gal miſſes Connal. The epifode of Counal and Duth-caron 
is introduced; which throws further light on the ancient 
hiſtory of Ireland, Carril is diſpatched to raife the tons of 


Connal. The action of this hook takes up the fecond diy 4 


from the opening of the poem. 
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Wuro is that, at blue ſtreaming Lubar ? 
Who, by the bending hill of roes? Tall, he 
leans on an oak torn from high, by nightly 
winds. Who but Comhal's ſon, brightening in 
the laſt of his fields? His grey hair is on the 
breeze. He half unſheaths the {word of Luno. 

His eyes are turned to Moi-lena, to the dark 
moving of foes. Dot thou hear the voice of the 
king ? It is like the burſting of a ſtream in the 
defart, when it comes, between its echoing rocks, 
to the blaſted field of the ſun ! 

« Wide-ſkirted comes down the foe | Sons of 
woody Selma, ariſe! Be ye like the rocks of our 
land, on whoſe brown ſides are the rolling of 
ſtreams. A beam of joy comes on my ſoul, I 
ſee the foe mighty before me. It is when HE 1s 
feeble, that the ſighs of Fingal are heard: leſt 
death ſhould come without renown, and dark- 
neſs dwell on his tomb. Who ſhall lead the war, 
againſt the hoſt of Alnecma ? It is, only when 

| danger 
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danger grows, that my ſword ſhall ſhine. Such 
was the cuſtom, heretofore, of Trenmor the 
ruler of winds ! and thus deſcended to battle the 
blue-ſhielded Trathal! 

The chiefs bend towards the king. Each 
darkly ſcems to claim the war. They tell, by 
halves, their mighty deeds. They turn their 
eyes on Erin. But far before the reſt the ſon of 
Morni ſtands. Silent he lands; for who had 
not hcard of the battles of Gaul? They roſe 
within his ſoul. His hand, in ſecret, ſeized the 
ſword. The ſword which he brought from Stru- 
mon, when the ſtrength of Morni failed “. 


On 


n 
— 
co 
-_ 
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* Strumon, fream of the hill, the name of the ſcat of the FF of ] 
family of Gaul, in the neighbourhood of Selma. During , Fill, 
Gaul's expedition to Tromathon, mentioned in the pozm of i 
Oithona, Morni his father died. Morni ordered the ſwerd of | {tri 
Strumon, (wh:ch had been preſerved in the family, as @ relique, ſon, 
from the days of Colgach, the moi reno wied of his anceſtors,) 

to be laid by his ſide, in the tomb: at the ſame time, leaving | 

it in charge to his ſon, not to take it from thence till he was 5 * 
reduced to the laſt extremity. Not long aſter, two of his bro- eie 
thers being flain in battle, by Coldaronnan, chief of Clutha, : 


; : LY Irien 
Gaul went to his father's tomb o take tne ſword. Hi 10d 


. ee ; ſn gn N M 
to the ſpirit of the deccaſed hero is the ſubject of the following whe 
ſhort pocm. noise 
(; 

: = a 10. 

Gaui.—"* Breaker of cchoing ſit Ids; whoſe head is deep _ 
in ſhades ; hear me ſrom the darkneſs of Clora, O fon of Col- ca! 
gach, hear! \ 
„No ruſtling, like the eagle's wing, comes over the courſe on t 


of my ſtreams. Deep boſomed in the midſt of the deſart, O 2H 
king of Strumon, Lear! 


\ * 

„ Dwclleſt thou in the ſhadowy breeze, that pours its dark l Fin 
wave over the graſs? Ccaſe to ſtrew the beard of the thiſtle; ei 
O chief of Clora, hear! 18 
* Or rideſt thou on a beam, amidſt the dark trouble of E. 
clouds? Poureſt thou the loud wind on ſeas, to roll their blue Fa 
Pete over ules ? hear me, father of Gaul, amidſt thy terrors, 605 
ear! 


« The & 


3 


F. 
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On his ſpear leans Fillan of Selma *, in the 
wandering of his locks. Thrice he raiſes his eyes 
to Fingal : his voice thrice fails him, as he ſpeaks. 
My brother could not boaſt of battles: at once 
he ſtrides away. Bent over a diſtant ſtream he 
ſtands: the tear hangs in his eye. He ſtrikes, 
at times, the thiſtle's head, with his inverted 
ſpear. Nor 1s he unſeen of Fingal. Sidelong 
he bcholds his ſon. He beholds him, with 
burſting joy; and turns, amid his crouded ſoul. 
In ſilence turns the king toward Mora of woods. 
He hides the big tear with his locks. At length 
lis voice is heard. 

« Firſt of the ſons of Morni ! Thou rock that 
defieſt the ſtorm ! Lead thou my battle, for the 
race of low-laid Cormac. No boy's ſtaff is th 
ſpear : no harmleſs beam of light thy ſword. Son 
of Morni of tteeds, behold the foe ! Deſtroy ! 
Fillan, obſerve the chief! He is not calm in 
itrife : nor burns he, heedleſs, in battle. My 
ſon, obſerve the chief! He is ſtrong as Lubar's 


ſtream, 


he ruſtling of eagles is heard, the murmuring oaks ſhake 
their heads on the hills: dreadful and plcaſant is thy approach, 
iriend of the dwelling of heroes. 

Mo«x1.—* Who awakes me, in the midſt of my cloud, 
where my locks of mit ſpread on the winds? Mixed with the 
noiſe of ftreams, why riſes the voice of Gaul? 

Gt. My foes are around me, Morni : their dark ſhips 
deſcend from their waves. Give the ſword of Strumon, that 


beam which thou hide! in thy night, 


Mori. Hake che ſword of reſounding Strumon ; I look 
on thy war, my len; I look, a dim meteor, from my cloud: 


dlue-ſhiclded Caul, deſtroy.” 


* Clatho was the daughter of Cathulla, king of Iniſtore. 


© 9 . 1 1 . 
& Fingal, in one of his expeditions to that land, fell in love with 
4 * wy © 4 


Claths, and took her to wife, after the death of Ros-crana, the 


daughter of Cormac, king of Ireland. 


Clatho was tee mother of Ryno, Fillan, and Boſmina, men- 


. = R »* 1? c * 4 . 71 5 } * 
EF tioned in the cattle of Lora. Fillan is often called the ſon of 


Uatho, to diſtinguiſh him from thoſe ſons which Fingal had by 
Nos-crana. 
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ſtream, but never foams and roars. High on 
cloudy Mora, Fingal ſhall behold the war. Stand 
Oſſian “, near thy father, by the falling ſtream. 
Raiſe the voice, O bards! Selma, move beneath 
the ſound. It is my latter field. Clothe it over 
with light.” 


As the ſudden riſing of winds or diſtant roll- 


ing of troubled feas, when ſome dark ghoſt, in 
wrath heaves the billows over an iſle : an ifle, the 


ſeat of milt, on the deep, for many dark-brown PF 
years! So terrible is the ſound of the hoſt, wide- 


moving over the field. Gaul is tall before them. 
The ſtreams glitter within his itrides. "Phe bards 
raiſc the ſony by his fide. He ſtrikes his ſhield 
between. On the ſkirts of the blaſt the tuneful 
voices rife. 

« On Crona,” ſaid the bards, © there bur'ts a 


frrexwn by night. It ſwells in its own dark 
courte, till morning's early beam. Then comes | 


it White from the hiil, with the rocks and their 
hundred groves. Far be my ſtleps from Crona. 
Death is tumbling there. Be ye a ſtream trom 
Mora, ſons of cloudy Morven!“ 

« Who rites, from his car, on Clutha ? The 
hills are troubled hefore the king! he duck 
woos echo round, and lighten at his {teel. Hee 
him, amidit the foe, like Colgach's  tportful 

ghoſt: 


* Ullin being ſent to Morven with the body of Oſcar, Oſſian 

atterids his father, in onality of chief bard, | 
+ ler are ſome traditions, bur, I belicve, of late inven- 
tio! that 1h « Colgach was the ſame with the Galgacis of 
(Jaca. De was the anceſtor of Gaul, the ion of Morn, 
and apperrs, from ſome, really ancient traditions, to have been 
king, or Vergolbret, of the Caledovians;z and hence procreced 
the protenſions ct ihe family of Morm to the throne, wluch 
creat! a pool uw] of diFuriance, both, to Comhal and his loa 
Fingal he fir. was Lilied in battle by that tribe; an if 
was after Fingal was growu up that they were red, ed to 
gbedicnce- 
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ghoſt : when he ſcatters the clouds, and rides 
the eddying winds! It is Morni t of bounding 
ſteeds! Be like thy father, O Gaul?“ 

« Selma is opened wide. Bards take the 
trembling harps. Ten youths bear the oak of 
the feaſt. A diſtant ſun-beam marks the hill. 
The duſky waves of the blaſt fly over the fields of 
graſs. Why art thou ſilent, O Selma? The 
ki: g returns with all his fame. Did not e bat- 
tle roar z yet peaceful is his brow ? It roared, and 
Fingai overcame. Be like thy father, O Fillan !? 

They move beneath the ſong. High wave 
their arms, as ruſhy fields, beneath autumnal 
winds, On Mora ſtands the king in arms. Miſt 
flies round his buckler abro d; as, aloft, it hun 
on a boug,þ, n Cormul's molly rock. In filence I 
ſtood by F uy al, and turned my eyes om Cromla's g 
wood : lett 1 Mould be hold the hoſt, and ruth 
amid my twelling fou! My foot is forward on the 
heath, I glitter« d, tall, in ſteel; like the falling 
{lream of 'Fromo, which nightly winds bind over 
with ice. The buy tecs it on high, gleaming to 
the early beam: toward it he turns his car, and 
wonders why it is ſo filent ! 


Nor 


eh;dlience. Colgach ſioniſies feereely-!roking 5; Which is a very 
aer name for a warrior, and is probably the origin of Gal» 
Ce vs; though 1 believe it a matter of mere conje« Jure, that 
the coke ch here mentioned was the ſam- with that hero. I 
cannot he Ip oi ſerving, that the ſong of the hards is conduted 
n prepriety. Gaul, whoſe experience might have rendered 
is conduct Cautious in war, has the cx: Au. c of His father, quit 
ruſhing to battle, ſet before his eyes. Fillan, on the other band, 
V hoſe youth 3 make him impetuons and unguard-d in ace 
tion, is put in mind of the ſedate and ference behaviour of Vinyal 
Upon like occaſious. 
+ The expedition of Morui to Clutha, alluded to here, is 
U. ande don in tradition. 
The mounta:n Cromla was in the neighbourhvod of the 


ſ-one of this pocm ; which was ucarly the ſane with that of 
Tingal. 
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Nor bent over a ſtream is Cathmor, like a youth 
in a peaceful field. Wide he drew forward the 
war, a dark and troubled wave. But when he 


beheld Fingal on Mora; his generous pride aroſe, | 
« Shall the chief of Atha fight, and no king in 
the field? Foldath lead my people forth. Thou 


art a beam of fire.” 
Forth iflues Foldath of Moma, like a cloud, 


the robe of ghoſts. He drew his ſword, a flame, 4 


from his ſide. He bade the battle move. The 
tribes, like ridgy waves, dark pour their ſtrength 
around. Haughty is his ſtride before them. His 


red eye rolls in wrath. He calls Cormul chief of 4 


Dunratho r; and his words were heard. 


« Cormul, thou beholdeſt that path. It winds ©? 


green behind the foe. Place thy people there ; 
leſt Selma ſhould eſcape from my ſword. Bards 
of green-valleyed Erin, let no voice of yours ariſe, 
'The ſons of Morven muſt fall without ſong. 
They are the foes of Cairbar. Hereafter ſhall 
the traveller meet their dark, thick miſt on Lena, 
where it wanders, with their ghoſts, beſide the 
reedy lake. Never ſhall they rife, without ſong, 
to the dwelling of winds.” 

Cormul darkened, as he went. Behind him 
ruſhed his tribe. I hey ſunk beyond the rock. 
Gaul ſpoke to Fillan of Selma; as his eye purſued 
the courſe of the dark-eyed chief of Dunratho. 
Thou beholdeſt the ſteps of Cormul ! Let thine 


arm 


+ Dun-ratho, @ hill, with a plain en its top. Corm-uil, B/ue 
eye. Foldath diſpatches here Cormul to lie in ambuſh behind 
the army of the Catedonians. This ſpeech ſuits with the cha- 
raQer of Foldath, which is, throughout, haughty and preſump- 
tuous. Towards the latter end of this ſpeech, we find the 
opinion of the times, concerning the unhappineſs of the ſouls 
of thoſe who were buried without the funeral ſong. This doc- 
trine was inculcated by the bards, to make their "order reſpec» 
table and neceſſary. 
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arm be ſtrong! When he is low, ſon of Fingal, 
remember Gaul in war. Here I fall forward into 
battle, amid the ridge of ſhields.” 

The ſign of death aſcends : the dreadful ſound 
of Morni's ſhield. Gaul pours his voice between. 
Fingal riſes on Mora. He ſaw them, from wing 
to wing, bending at once in ſtrife. Gleaming, on 
his own dark hill, ſtood Cathmor of ſtreamy Atha. 
The kings were like two ſpirits of heaven, ſtand- 
ing each on his gloomy cloud; when they pour 
abroad the winds, and lift the roaring ſeas. 'The 
blue-tumbling of waves is before them, marked 
with the paths of whales. They themſelves are 
calm and bright. 'The gale lifts ſlowly their locks 
of miſt! 

What beam of light hangs high in air! What 
beam, but Morni's dreadful ſword ! Death is 
ſtrewed on thy paths, O Gaul ! Thou foldeſt 
them together in thy rage. Like a young oak 
falls Tur-lathon“, with his branches round him. 
His high-boſomed ſpouſe ſtretches her white arms 
in dreams, to the returning chief, as ſhe ſleeps by 
gurgling Moruth, in her diſordered locks. It is 
lus ghoſt, Oichoma. The chief is lowly laid. 

Hearken not to the winds for 'Turlathon's echo- 
ing ſhield. It is pierced, by his ſtreams. Its 
ſound is paſt away. 

Not peaceful is the hand of Foldath. He 
winds his courſe in blood. Connal met him in 
fight. They mixed their clanging ſteel. Why 
ſhould mine eyes behold them! Connal, thy 
locks are grey ! Thou wert the friend of ſtran- 
gers, at the moſs-covered rock of Dun-lora. 
When the ſkies 0 * together: then thy 


Vol. II. feaſt 


* Tur-lathon, broad-trunk of a tree. Moruth, great fiream. 
Oichaoma, mild maid. Dun-lora, the hill of the noiſy fiream, 
Duth-caron, 4ark-brown nian. 
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feaſt was ſpread. The ſtranger heard the winds 
without; and rejoiced at thy burning oak. Why 
ſon of Duth-caron, art thou laid in blood! The 
blaited tree bends above thee. Thy ſhield lies 
broken near. Thy biood mixes with the ſtream; 
thou breaker of the ſhields ! 

Othan took the ſpear in his wrath. But Gaul 
ruſhed forward on Foldath. The feeble paſs by 


his fide; his rage is turned on Moma's chiet. 


Now they had raifcd their deathful ſpears : un— 


ſeen an arrow came. It pierced the hand of Gaul. 
His ſteel fell ſounding to earth. Young Fillan 
came “, with Cormul's fateld ! He ſtretched it 


large before the chief. Foldath ſent his ſhouts 


abroad, and kindled all the field: as a blaſt that 


lifts the wide-winged flame over Lumon's echo- . 


ing groves . 


bor Son of blue-eyed Clatho,” ſaid Gaul, « O RY 
Fillan! thou art a beam from heaven, that, com- 


ing on the troubled deep, binds up the tempeſt's 
wing. Cormul is fallen before thee. Early art 
thou in the fame of thy fathers. Ruſh not too 
far, my hero. I cannot lift the ſpear to aid, I 
ſtand harmleſs in battle: but my voice ſhall be 


poured abroad. The tons of Selma ſhall hear, 


and remember my former deeds.” 


His terrible voice roſe on the wind. The hoſt 
bends forward in tight. Often had they heard 


him, at Strumon, when lie called them to the 
chace of the hinds. He ſtands tall, amid the war 
as an oak in the Kirts of a ſtorm, which now 1s 

cloathed 


* Fillan had been diſpatched by Gaul to oppoſe Cormul, who 
had been fent by Foldath to lie in ambuſh behind the Caledo- 
dian army. It appears that Fillan had killed Cormul, other- 
wiſe he could not be ſuppoſed to have poſſeſſed himicit of the 
ſhield of that chicf. 

+ Lumon, ben ling hill; a mountain in Inis-huna, or that 
dart of Suuth-Britain which is over-againit the Iriſh conſt. 
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cloathed on high, in miſt : then ſhews its broad, 
waving head. The muſing hunter lifts his eye, 
from his own ruſhy field! 

My ſoul purſues thee, O Fillan! through the 
path of thy fame. Thou rolledſt the foe before 
thee. Now Foldath, perhaps, may fly: but 
night comes down with its clouds. Cathmor's 
horn is heard on high. The ſons of Selma hear 
the voice of Fingal, from Mora's gathered milt. 
'The bards pour their ſong, like dew, on the re- 
turning war. 

« Who comes from Strumon,” they ſaid, 
« amid her wandering locks ? She is mournful 
in her ſteps, and lifts her blue eyes toward Erin. 
Why art thou fad, Evir-choma *? Who is like 
thy chief in renown? He deſcended dreadful to 
battle; he rcturns, like a light from a cloud. 
Ile raifed the ſword in wrath : they ſhrunk be- 
fore blue-ſhielded Gaul ! 

« Joy, like the ruſtling gale, comes on the 
ſoul of the king. He remembers the battles of 
old; the days, wherein his fathers fought. The 
days of old return on Fingal's mind, as he be- 
holds the renown of his ſon. As the ſun rejoices, 
from his cloud, over the tree his beams have raiſ- 
el, as it thakes its lonely head on the heath; ſo 
joyful is the king over Tillan! 

« As the rolimg of thunder on hills, when La- 
ra's fields are ſtill and dark. Such are the ſteps 
of Selma pleaſant and dreadful to the ear. They 
return with their ſound, like cagles to their dark- 
browed rock, after the prey is torn on the ſield, 
the dun ſons of the bounding hind. Your fathers 
rejoice from their clouds, {ons of ſtreamy Selma!” 

Such was the nightly voice of bards, on Mora 

| D 2 of 

* Evir-choama, mild and flately maid, the wife of Gaul, She 


was the daugliter of Caſdu-conglaſs, chief of I-dronlo, one et 
the Hebrides, 
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.of the hinds. A flame roſe, from an hundred 


oaks, which winds had torn from Cormul's ſteep. 
The feaſt is ſpread in the midſt: around fat the 


gleaming chiefs. Fingal is there in his ſtrength. 


The eagle-wing * of his helmet ſounds. The 
ruſtling blaſts of the weſt, unequal ruſh through 
night. Long looks the king in filence round : 
at length, his words are heard. 

« My ſoul feels a want in our joy. I behold 
a breach among my friends. The head of one 
tree is low. The ſqually wind pours in on Sel- 
ma. Where is the chief of Dun-lora ? Ought 
Connal to be forgot at the feaſt ? When did he 
forget the ſtranger, in the midſt of his echoing 
hall? Ye are ſilent in my prefence ! Connal is 
then no more. Joy meet thee, O warrior! like a 


ftream of light. Swift be thy courſe to thy fa- 
thers, along the roaring winds ! Oſſian, thy ſoul 


is fire : kindle the memory of the king. Awake 
the battles of Connal, when firſt he ſhone in 
war. 'The locks of Connal were grey. His days 


of youth+ were mixed with mine. In one day 


Duthcaron firſt ſtrung our bows, againſt the roes 
of Dun-lora. 


« Many,” 


* 'The kings of Caledonia and Ireland had a plume of 
eagle's feathers, by way of ornament, in their helmets. It 
was from this diſtinguiſhed mark that Oſſian knew Cathmor, 
in the ſecond book. 

+ After the death of Comhal, and during the uſurpation of 
the tribe of Morni, Fingal was educated in private by Duth- 
caron. It was then he contracted that intimacy with Connal, 
the ſon of Duthcaron, which occaſions his regretting ſo much 
his fall. When Fingal was grown up, he ſoon reduced the 
tribe of Morni; and, as it appears from the ſubſequent epiſode, 
ſent Duthcaron and his ſon Connal to the aid of Cormac, the 
ſon of Conar, king of Ireland, who was driven to the laſt ex- 
tremity, by the inſurrections of the Firbolg. This epiſode throws 
tarther light on the conteſts between the Cael and Firbolg. 
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% Many,” I ſaid, « are our paths to battle, 
in green-valleyed Erin. Often did our fails ariſe,, 
over the blue-tumbling waves; when we came, 
in other days, to aid the race of Conar. The 
ſtrife roared once in Alnecma, at the foam-cover- 


ed ftreams of Duth-ula *®. With Cormac de- 


ſcended to battle Duthcaron from cloudy Selma. 
Nor deſcended Duthcaron alone, his ſon was by 


his fide, the long-haired youth of Connal lifting 
the firſt of his ſpears. Thou didſt command. 
them, O Fingal ! to aid the king of Erin. 

« Like the burſting ſtrength of ocean, the 
ſons of Bolga ruſhed to war. Colc-ulla + was: 
before them, the chief of blue-ſtreaming Atha. 
The battle was mixed on the plain. Cormac 1. 
ſhone in his own {trife, bright as. the forms of 
his fathers. But, far before the reſt. Duthca- 
ron hewed down the ſoe. Nor ſlept the arm of. 
Connal by his father's ſide. Colc-ulla prevailed 


BY 2. on, 


* Duth-vla, a river in Connaugh ; it ſignifies, dark-rufbing : 
ufer. 

+ Colc-ulla, frm look in readineſs ; he was the brother of 
Borbar-duthul, the father of Cairbar and Cathmor, who after 
the death of Cormac, the ſon of Artho, ſucceſſively mounted 
the Iriſh throne. 

t Cormac, the ſon of Conar, the ſecond king of Ireland, 
of the race of: the Caledonians, This inſurrection of the Fir- 
holy happened towards the latter end of the long reign of 
Cormac, He never poſſeſſed the Iriſh throne peaceably.. 
The party of the family of Atha had made ſeveral attempts to 
overtura the ſucceſſion in the race of Conar, before they ef- 
feed it, in the minority of Cormac, the fon of Artho. lre- 
land, from the moſt ancient accounts concerning it, ſeems to 
have been always ſo diſturbed by domeſtic commotions that. 
it is difficult to ſay, whether it ever was for any length of. 
time, ſubject to one monarch. lt is certain, that every pro- 
vince, if not every ſmall diſtri, had its own king. One of. 
theſe petty princes aſſumed, at times, the title of king of Ire- 
Und, and, on account of his ſuperior force, or in caſes of pub - 
lic danger, was acknowledged by the reſt as ſuch ; but the. 

ſucceſhon, 
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on the plain: like ſcattered miſt, fled the people 
of Cormac “. 

« Then roſe the ſword of Duthcaron, and 
the ſteel of broad-ſhiclded Connal. They ſhaded 
their flying friends, like two rocks with their 
heads of pine. Night came down on Duth-ula : 
ſilent ſtrode the chiefs over the field. A moun- 
tain-ſtream roared acroſs the path, nor could 
Duthcaron bound over its courſe.” “ Why ſtands 
= father?“ ſaid Connal. « 1 hear the ruſhing 

oe.” 

“ Fly, Connal, „ he ſaid. „ Thy father's 
ſtrength begins to fail. I come wounded from 
battle. Here let me reſt in night.” «© But thou 
ſhalt not remain alone,” ſaid Connal's burſting 
figh. « My ſhield is an eagle's wing to cover the 
king of Dun-lora.” He bends dark above his 
father. The mighty Duthcaron dies. 

Day roſe, and night returned. No lonely bard 
appeared, deep muling on the heath : and could 
Connal leave the tomb of his father, till he ſhould 
receive his fame ? He bent the bow againſt the 
roſe of Duth-ula. He ſpread the lonely feaſt. 
Scven nights he laid his head on the tomb, and 
ſaw his father in his dreams. He ſaw him rolled 
dark, in a blaſt, like the vapour of reedy Lego. 
At length the ſteps of + Colgan came, the bard 

| ot 


ſucceſſion, from father to ſon, does not appear to have becn 
eſtabliſhed. It was the divilions amongſt themſelves, ariſing 
from the bad conſtitution of their government, that, at laſt, 
ſubjected the Iriſh to a foreign yoke. 

* The inhabitants of Ullin or Ulſter, who were of the race 
of the Caledonians, ſeem alone to have been the firm friends 
to the ſucceſſion in the family of Conar. The Firbolg were 
only ſubje&t to them by conſtraint, and embraced every oppor- 
tunity to throw off their yoke. 

+ Colgan, the ſon of Cathmul, was the principal hard of 
Cormac, king of Ireland. The following dialogue, on the 
loves of Fingal and Rogcrana, may be aſcribed to him: Rs 

de- 
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of high Temora. Duthcaron received his fame, 

and brightencd, as he roſe on the wind. 

b « Pleaſant to the ear, * faid Fingal, „ is the 
praiſe of the kings of men; when their bows arc 
ſtrong in battle; when they ſoften at the ſight of 

the ſad. —Thus let my name be renowned, when I 
bards ſhall lighten my riſing ſoul. Carril, ſon 1 
of Kinfena ! take the bards and raiſe a tumb. Lo- 3 
night let Connal dwell within his narrow houſe. 
Let not the ſoul of the valiant wander on the 

= winds. Faint glimmers the moon on Moi-lena, 

through the broad headed groves of the hill ! 

3 Raiſe itones, beneath 1ts beam, to all the fallen 

in war. Though no chiefs were they, yet their 

3 hands were ſtrong in fight. They were my rock 

4 in danger. Ihe mountain from which I ſpread 

my eagle-wings. Thence am I renowned. Car- 

ril forget not the low !” 


D 4 Loud, _ 


Ros-CRANA. By night, came a dream to Ros-crana ! I feel 
my beating ſoul. No viſion of the forms of the dead came to 
the blue eyes of Erin. But, riſing from the wave of the north, 
| beheld him bright in his locks, I beheld the ſon of the king. 
My beating ſoul is high. I laid my head down in night; 
again aſcended the form. Why dclayelt thou thy coming, ._. 
young rider of ſtormy waves! 

But, there, far-diftant, he comes; where ſcas roll their 
green ridges in miſt! Young dweller of my foul; why doſt 
thou delay— 

FinGaL. It was the ſoit voice of Moi-lena! the pleaſant 
breeze of the valley of rocs! But why doit thou Hide thee in 
ſhades? Young love of heroes riſe. Are not thy ſteps covere 
ed with light? In thy proves thou appcareit, Kos-cratia, Uke 
the ſon in the gathering of clouds. Why dult thou kide ther 
in ſhades? Young love of heroes rig. | 

Ros-CRANA. My fluttering foul is high! Let me turn from 
the ſteps of the king. He has heard my ftecret voice, and shall 
my blue eyes roll in his prefence ? Roe of the hall of mots, to- 
ward thy dwelling I move. Meet me ye breezes of Mora! 
F: as I move through the valley of winds. But why ſhould he 
aſcend kis ocean f Son of koroes, my ſoul is thine ! My ſteps 
Mall not move to the deſert ; the lig hit of Rog-craua is Here. 

FIN CAL. 
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Loud, at once, from the hundred bards, roſe 


the ſong of the tomb. Carril ſtrode before them, ; 


they are the murmur of ſtreams behind his ſteps. 


Silence dwells in the vales of Moi-lena, where 
cach, with its own dark rill, is winding between 


the hills. I heard the voice of the bards, leſſen- 
ing, as they moved along. | I leaned forward 
from wy thield; and felt the kindling of m 
ſoul. Half-formed, the words of, my ſong burſt 
forth upon the wind. 80 hears a tree, on the 
vale, the voice of ſpring around. It pours its 
green leaves to the ſun. It ſhakes its lonely 
head. Ihe hum of the mountain bee is near 
it; the hunters ſees it, with joy, from the blaſted 
heath. 

Young Fillan at a diſtance ſſood. His heimet 
tay glittering on the ground. His dark hair is 
loote to the blaſt. A beam of light is Clatho's 
fon! He heard the words of the king, with joy. 
He leaned forward on his ſpear. 

« My ſon,” ſaid car-borne Fingal 3 „ I faw 
thy deeds, and my foul was glad. The fame of 
dur fathers, I fad, burſts from its gathering 
cloud. Thou art brave, fon of Clatho! but 
headlong in the ſtrife. So did not Fingal ad- 
vance, though he never feared a foe. Let thy 
people be a ridge behind. They are thy ſtrength 
tn the field. Then thait thou be long renowned, 

and 


FIN GAL. It was the light tread of a ghoſt, the fair dweller 
of eddying winds, Why deceiveſt thou me, with thy voice ? 
Here let me reſt in ſhades. Shouldſt thou ſtretch thy white 
arm from thy grove, thou ſun- beam of Cormac of Erin! 

Ros-CKANA., He is gone! and my blue eyes are dim; 
ſaint-rolling, in all my tears. But, there, I behold him, 
alone; king of Selma, my ſoul is thine. Ah me! what clang- 
ing of armour ! Colc-ulla of Atha is near 
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and beheld the tombs of the old. The memory 
of the paſt returns, my deeds in other years: 
when firſt I deſcended from ocean on the green- 
valleyed iſle,” 

We bend towards the voice of the king. The 


moon looks abroad from her cloud. The grey-- 


ſkirted miſt is near: the dwelling of the- 
ghoſts !- 
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IN EIGHT BOOKS. 


IV. 


BOOK 
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ARGUMENT to Boox IV. 


The ſecond night continues. Fingal relates, at the feaſt, hiz 
own firſt expedition into Ireland, and his marriage with Ros- 
crana, the daughter of Cormac, king of that iſland. "The 
Iriſh chiefs convene in the preſence of Cathmor. The fi- 
tuation of the king deſcribed. The ſtory of Suk malla, the 
daughter of Conmor, king of Inis-huna, who, in the diſ- 
guiſe of a young warrior, had followed Cathmor to the war. 
The ſullen bchaviour of Foldath, who had commanded in 
the battle of the preceding day, renews the difference be- 
tu cen him and Malthos ; but Cathmor, interpoſing, ends it, 
The chiefs feaſt, and hear the ſong of? Fonar the bard, 
Cathmor returns to reſt, at a diſtance from the army. The 
ghoſt of his brother Cairbar appears to him in a dream : and 
obſcurely forctels the iſſue of the war. The ſoliloquy of the 
king. He diſcovers Sul-malla. Morning comes, Her fo- 
Hloquy cloſes the book. 
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BOOK IV. 


* cc 

BENEATH an oak,” faid the king, « 1 
ſat on Selma's ſtreamy rock, when Connal roſe, 
from the ſea, with the broken ſpear of Duth- 
caron. Far diſtant ſtood the youth. He turned 
away his eyes. He remembered the ſteps of his 
father, on his own green hills. I darkened in 
my place. Duſky thoughts flew over my ſoul. 


The kings of Erin roſe before me. I half- un- 


ſneathed the ſword. Slowly approached the 
chiefs. They lifted up their filent eyes. Like 
a ridge of clouds, they wait for the burſting 
forth of my voice. My voice was, to them, a 


wind from heaven to roll the miſt away. 
« I bade 


This epiſode has an immediate coxnection with the ſtory 
of Connal and Duth-caron, in the latter end of the third 
book. Fingal, fitting beneath an oak, near the palace of 
Selma, diſcovers Connal juſt landing from Ireland. The dan- 
ger which threatened Cormac king of Ireland "induces him to 
ſail immediately to that iſland. The ſtory is introduced, by 
the king, as a pattern for the future behaviour of Fillan, 
whoſe raſhneſs in the preceding battle is reprimanded. 
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« | bade my white fails to riſe before the 
roar of Cona's wind. Three hundred youths 
looked, from their waves, on Fingal's boſly 
ſhield. High on the maſt it hung, and marked 
the dark-blue ſea. But when night came down, 
I ſtruck, at times the warning boſs : I ſtruck, 7 
and looked on high, for fiery-haired Ul-erin *, 7 
Nor abſent was the ſtar of heaven. It travelled 7? 


"red between the clouds. I purſued the lovely 


beam, on the faint-gleaming deep. With morn- p 
ing Erin roſe in miſt. We came into the bay 
of Moi-lena, where its blue waters tumbled, in 


the boſom of echoing woods. Here Cormac, in 


his ſecret hall avoids the ſtrength of Colc-ulla, 
Nor he alone avoids the foe. The blue eye of 
Ros-crana is there: Ros-crana + white-handed- 
maid, the daughter of the king 

« Grey, on his pointleſs ſpear, came forth the 
aged ſteps of Cormac. He ſmiled, from his 
waving locks; but grief was in his ſoul. He ſaw 


us few before him, and his ſigh aroſe. «I ſee 


the arms of 'Trenmore,” he ſaid ; „ and theſe are 
the ſteps of the king ! Fingal ! thou art a beam 
of light to Cormac's darkened foul. Early is thy 
fame, my ſon : but ſtrong are the foes of Erin. 
'They are like the roar of ſtreams in the land, 
ſon of car-borne Comhal!“ „ Yet they may be 


rolled 


® Ul-erin, the guide to Ireland, a ſtar known by that name 
in the days of Fingal, and very uſeſul to thoſe who ſailed, 
by night, from the Hebrides, or Caledonia, to the coalt of 
Ulſter. 

+ Ros-crana, the bram rf the riſing ſun z ſhe was the mother 
of Offian. The Iriſh bards relate ſtrange fictions concerning 
this princeſs. Their ſtories, however concerhing Fingal, if 
they mean him by Fion Mac-Comnal, are ſo inconſiſtent and 
notoriouſly fabulous, that they do not deſerve to be mentioned ; 
for they evidently bear, along with them, the marks of late 


invention, 
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, rolled“ away,” I ſaid in my riſing foul. „ We 
are not of the race of the feeble, king of blue- 
{hielded hoſts ! Why ſhould fear come among(t 
Fus, like a ghoſt of night? The ſoul of the vali- 
ant grows, when foes increaſe in the field. Roll 
no darkneſs, king of Erin, on the young in 
3 war | 
„„The burſting tears of the king came down. 
2 He ſeized my hand in ſilence. « Race of the 
daring Trenmor !” at length he ſaid, « I roll 
no cloud before thee. Thou burneſt in the fire 
of thy fathers. I behold thy fame. It marks 1 
2 thy courſe in battle, like a ſtream of light. But 1 


were the marks of ſtreams of old. Broad oaks 
bend around with their moſs. The thick birch 
is waving near. Half-hid, in her ſhady grove. 
Ros-crana raiſes the ſong. Her white hands 
move on the harp. I beheld her blue-rolling 


eyes. 


wait the coming of Cairbar +, my ſon mult join 7 
thy ſword. He calls the ſons of Erin, from all 1 
their diſtant ſtreams.“ , 
We came to the hall of the king, where it 4 
roſe in the midſt of rocks, on whoſe dark ſides 4 


— 2 ©.4 
8 3 
8 2 


* Cormac had ſaid that the foes were like the roar of fircams, 
and Fingal continues the metaphor. The ſpeech of the young 
hero is ſpirited, and conſiſtent with that ſedate intrepidity, 
which eminently diſtinguiſhes his character throughout. 

+ Cairbar, the ſon of Cormac, was aſterwards king of 
Ireland. His reign was ſhort. He was ſucceeded by his 
fon Artho, the father of that Cormac who was murdered by 
Cairbar the ſon of Borbar-duthul. Cairbar, the ſon of Cor- 
mac, long after his ſon Artho was grown to man's eſtate, had, 
by his wife Beltanno, another ſon, whoſe name was Ferad- 
artho, Ha was the only one remaining of the race of Conar 

the firſt king of Ireland, when Fingal's expedition againſt 
| Cairbar the fon of Borbar-duthul happened, Sce more of 
Ferad-artho in the eighth book, | 
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eyes. She was like a ſpirit * of heaven half. 
folded in the ſkirt of a cloud ! 

6 Three days we feaſt at Moi-lena. She riſes 
bright in my troubled ſou]. Cormac beheld me 
dark. He gave the white-boſomed maid. She 
comes with bending eye, amid the wandering of 
her heavy locks. She came |! Straight the battle 
roared. Colc-ulla appeared: I took my ſpear, 
My ſword roſe, with my people, againſt the 
ridgy foe. Alnecma fled. Colc-ulla fell. Fin. 
gal returned with fame.” 


«© Renowned is he, O Fillan ! who fights, in 
the ſtrength of his hoſt. The bard purſues his 


ſteps, 


The attitude of Ros-crana is illuſtrated by this ſimile; for 
the ideas of thoſe times,. concerning the ſpirits of the deceaſed, 
were not ſo gloomy and diſagreeable, as thoſe of ſucceeding 
ages. 'The ſpirits of 'women, it was ſuppoſed, retained that 
beauty, which they poſſeſſed while living, and tranſported 
themſelves, from place to place, with that gliding motion, 
which Homer aſcribes to the gods. The deſcriptions which 
poets, leſs ancient than Offian, have left us of thoſe beautiful 
figures, that appeared ſometimes on the hills, are elegant and 
pictureſque, They compare them to the rain-bow on fireams; 
or, the gilding of ſun-beams on the hills. 

A chief who lived three centuries ago, returning from the 
war, underſtood that his wife or miſtreſs was dead. A bard 
introduces him ſpeaking the following ſoliloquy, when he came 
within ſight of the place, where he had left her, at his depar- 
ture : 

« My ſoul darkens in ;ſorrow. I behold not the ſmoke of 
my hall. No grey dog bounds at my ſtreams. Silence dwells 
in the valley of trees. 

& Is that a rainbow on Crunath ? It flies: and the ſky is 
dark. Again, thou moveſt, bright, on the heath, thou ſun- 
beam cloathed in a ſhower! Hah! it is ſhe, my love! her 
gilding courſe on the boſom of winds!” 

In ſucceeding times the beauty of Ros-crana paſſed into a 
proverb; and the higheſt compliment that could be paid to 
a woman, was to compare her perſon with the daughter of 
Cormac, 


'S tu fein an Ros-crana. 
Siol Chormaec na n'ioma lan. 
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ſteps, thro' the land of the foe. But he who 
fights alone; few are his deeds to other times! 
He ſhines, to-day, a mighty light. 'To-morrow, 
he is low. One ſong contains his fame. His 
name is on one dark field. He is forgot ; but 
where his tomb ſends forth the tufted graſs.” 
Such are the words of Fingal, on Mora of the 
roes. Three bards, from the rock of Cormul, 
pour down the pleaſing ſong. Sleep deſcends, in 
the ſound, on the broad-ſkirted hoſt. Carril 
returned, with the bards, from the tomb of 
Dun-lora's chief. The voice of morning {hall 
not come to the duſky bed of Duthcaron. No 
more ſhalt thou hear the tread of roes around thy 


narrow houſe | ! 


As roll the troubled clouds, round a meteor 


of night, when they brighten their ſides, with 


its light, along the heaving ſea, ſo gathers Erin, 
around the gleaming form of Cathmor. He, 
tall in the midſt, careleſs lifts, at times, his 
bear: as {wells or falls the found of Fonar's dif- 


tant harp. Near him leaned, againſt a rock, 


Sul-malla 


* In order to illuſtrate this paſſuge, ] ſhall give, here, the 


| tiftory on which it is founded, as I have gathered it from 


tradition, The nation of the Fir-bolg who inhabited the ſouth 
of ir-land, being originally deſcended from the Belgæ, who 


| poll-fled the ſouth and ſouth-weſt coaſt of Britain, kept up, 


tor many ages, an amicable correſpondence with their mother- 
country; and ſent aid to the Britiſh Belgæ, when they were 
preſſed by the Romans or other new-comers from the conti- 
nent, Con-mor, king of Inis-huna, (that part of South Bri- 
tain which is over-againſt the Iriſh coaſt) being attacked, by 
what enemy is not mentioned, ſent for aid to Cairbar, lord of 
Atha, the moſt potent chief of the Fir-bolg. Cairbar diſ- 
patched his brother Cathmor to the aſſiſtance of Con-mor. 
Cathmor, after various viciilitudes of fortune, put an end to 
the war, by the total defeat of the enemies of Inis-huna, and 
returned in triumph to the reſidence of Con- mor. There, at 


# feaſt, Sul-malla, the daughter of Con-mor, fell deſperately 
iN 
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Sul-malla * of blue- eyes, the whitc-boſomed 
daughter of Conmor, king of Inis-huna. Lo 
his aid came blue-ſhielded Cathmor, and rolled 
his foes away. Sul-malla beheld him ſtately in 
the hall of feaſts. Nor carelels rolled the eyes of 
Cathmor on the long-haired maid ! 

The third day aroſe, when Fithil + came ſrom 
Erin of the ſtreams. He told of the lifting up of 
the ſhield 4 in Selma: He told of the danger of 
Cairbar. Cathmor raiſed the fail at Cluba: but 
the winds were in other lands. Three days he 
remained on the coaſt, and turned his eyes on 
Conmor's halls. He remembered the daughter 
of ſtrangers, and his ſigh aroſe. Now when the 
winds awaked the wave: from the hill cause a 

youth 
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in love with Cathmor, who, before her paſſion was ditcloſed 
was recalled to Ireland by his brother Cain bar, upon the neus 
of the intended expedition of Fingal, to re- eſtabliſſi the family 
of Conar on the Iriſh throne. The wind being contrary, 
Cathmor remained, for three days, in a neighbouring bay 
during which time Sul-malla diſguiſcd herſelt in the habit of 
a young warrior, and came to ofier him her ſervice in the war, 
Cathmor accepted of the propoſal, tailed for Ireland, aud ar- 
rived in Ulſter a few days before the death of Cairbar. 

* Sul-malla, /ozoly-rolling eyes. Caon-mor, mild end tall, 
Inis-huna, green-i/land. 

+ Fithil, an inferior bard. It may either be taken Here for 
the proper name of a man, or in the hteral ſenſe, as the berds 
were the heralds and meſſengers of thoſe times, Cathmor, m 
is probable, was abſent, when the rebellion of his brether 
Cairbar, and the aflaſlination of Cormac, king of Ire!.d, 
happened. Cathmor and his * had ouly arrived, mem 
Inis-huna, three days before the deatf of Cairbar, which sos. 
eiently clears his character from any imputation of being culi- 
cerned in the conſpiracy, with his brother, 

Ihe ceremony which was uſed by Fingal, when he pre- 
| pared for an expedition, is related thus in tradition: 4 bard 
at midnight, went to the hall, Where the tribes ſcaſted upon 
folemn occaſions, raiſed the war fon, and thrice call « the 
ſpirits of their deceaſed anceſtors tc came. o their clouds, te 
bchold the actions of their children. He then fixed the ficd 
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vouth in arms; to lift the ſword with Cathmor, 
in his echoing fields. It was the white-armed 
Sul-malla. Secret ſhe dwelt beneath her helmet 
Her ſteps were in the path of the king: on him 
her blue eyes rolled with joy, when he lay by his 
roaring ſtreams ! But Cathmor thought, that, on 
Lumon, the {till purſued the roes. He thought, 


that fair on a rock, ſhe ſtretched her white hand 


to the wind; to feel its courſe from Erin, the 
green dwelling of her love. He had promiſed to 
return, with his white-boſomed ſails. The maid 

is near thee, O Cathmor ! leaning on her rock. 
The tall forms of the chiefs ſtand around ; all 
but dark-browed Foldath*. He leaned againit 
a diſtant tree, rolled into his haughty ſoul. His 
buſhy hair whiltles in wind. At times, burſts 
the hum of a ſong. He ſtruck the tree, at length, 
in wrath z and ruſhed before the king! Calm 
and ſtately, to the beam of the oak, aroſe the 
form of young Hidalla. His hair falls round his 
bluſhing cheek, in wreaths of waving light. Soft 
was his voice in Clon-ra +, in the valley of his 
g | fathers. 


sf Trenmor, on a tree on the rock of Selma, ſtriking it, at 
times, with the blunt end of a ſpear, and ſinging the war- 
long between. "Thus he did ſor three ſucceſhive nights, and, 
1 the mean time, meſſengers were diſpatched to call together 
the tribes; or, to uſe an ancient expreſſion, to call them from 
a! their freams, This phraſe alludes to the ſituation of the 
ichdences of the clans, which were generally fixed in valleys, 
where the torrents of the neighbouring mountains were col- 
«ted into one body, and became large ſlreumt or rivers, The 
lifting i of the ſbiali, was the phraſe for beginning a war. 

* The ſucly attitude of Foldath is a proper preamble to his 
after-bchaviour, Chatfed with the diſappointment of the vic- 
tory which he promiſed himſelf, he becomes paihonate and 
verbearing. The quarrel which ſucceeds between him and 
Malthos, is introduced, to raiſe the character of Cathmor, 
whoſe ſuperior worth ſhines forth, in his manly manner of 
ending the difference between the chiefs. 

+ Claon-rath, winding field. The th are ſeldom pronounced 
audibly un the Galic language. 
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fathers. Soft was his voice when he touched the 
harp, in the hall, near his roaring ſtreams! 

« King of Erin,” ſaid Hidalla, “now is the 
time to feaſt. Bid the voice of bards ariſe. Bid 
them roll the night away. 'The ſoul returns from 
ſong more terrible to war. Darkneſs ſettles on 
Erin. From hill to hill bend the ſkirted clouds, 
Far and grey, on the heath, the dreadful ſtrides 
of ghoſts are ſeen: the ghoſts of thoſe who fel] 
bend forward to their ſong. Bid, O Cathmor! 
the harps to riſe, to brighten the dead, on their 
wandering blaſts.” 

« Be all the dead forgot,” ſaid Foldath's burſt. 
ing wrath. „ Did not I fail in the field ? Shall 
I then hear the ſong ? Yet was not my courſe 
harmleſs in war. Blood was a ſtream around my 
ſteps. But the feeble were behind me. "The foe 
has eſcaped from my ſword. In Clon-ra's vale 
touch thou the harp. Let Dura anſwer to the 
voice of Hidalla. 1 ſome maid look, from the 
wood, on thy long, yellow locks. Fly from Lu- 
bar's echoing plain. 'l his is the field of heroes!“ 

c King of Erin “,“ Malthos faid, * it is thine 
to lead in war. Thou art a fire to our eyes, on 
the dark-brown field. Like a blaſt Thou halt 
paſt over hoſts. Tho haſt laid them low in 
blood. But who has heard THY words returning 
from the field? The wrathful delight in death. 
'Their remembrance reſts on the wounds of their 
ſpear. Strife is folded in THEIR thoughts: 
THEIR words are ever heard. Thy courſe, chief 
of Moma, was like a troubled ſtream. The dead 
were rolled on thy path : but others alſo lift the 
ſpear. Wx were not feeble behind thee ; but 
the foe was ſtrong.” 


Book IV. 


Cathmor 


» The ſpeech of Malthos is, throughout, a ſevere repri- 
mand to the bluſtering behaviour of Foldath, 
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Cathmore beheld the riſing rage, and bending 
forward of either chief: for half-unſheathed, 
they held their ſwords, and rolled their filent 
eyes» Now would they have mixed in horrid 
fray, had not the wrath of Cathmor burned. -He 
drew his ſword : it gleamed thro' night, to the 
high-flaming oak! «© Sons of pride,” ſaid the 
king, „ allay your ſwelling ſouls. Retire in 
night. Why ſhould my rage ariſe? Should I 
contend with both in arms? It is no time for 
ſtrife! Retire, ye clouds, at my feaſt. Awake 
my ſoul no more.” 

They ſunk from the king on either ſide ; like 
* two columns of morning miſt, when the ſun 
riſes, between them, on his glittering rocks. 
Dark is their rolling on either fide; each toward 
its reedy pool ! | 

Silent ſat the chiefs at the feaſt. 'They look, 
at times, on Atha's king, where he ſtrode, on 
his rock, amid his ſettling foul. The hoſt lie, 
along the field. Sleep deſcends on Moi-lena. 
The voice of Fonar aſcends alone, beneath his 
diſtant tree. It aſcends in the praiſe of Cath- 
mor, fon of Larthon + of Lumon. But Cath- 
mor did not hear his praiſe. He lay at the roar 


of 


This compariſon is favourable to the ſuperiority of Cath- 
mor over his two chiefs. I ſhall illuſtrate this paſſage with 
another from a fragrant of an ancient poem, juſt now in my 
hands. As the ſun is above the vapours, which his beams 
have raiſed ; ſo is the ſoul of the king above the ſons of fear. 
They roll dark below him; he rejoices in the robe of his 
beams. But when feeble deeds wander on the ſoul of the 
king, he is a darkened ſun rolled along the ſky : the valley is 
lad below ; flowers wither beneath the drops of the night.” 

f Lear-thon, ſea-2eave, the name of the chief of that colony 


of the Firbolg, which firſt migrated into Ireland. Larthon's | 


fiſt ſettlement in that country is related in the ſeventh book. 
He was the anceſtor of Cathmor ; and is here called Larthon of 
Lumen, from a high hill of tha: name in Inis-huma, the _ 
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of a ſtream. The ruſtling breeze of night fley 
over his whiſtling locks. 

His brother came to his dreams, half. ſeen 
from his low-hung cloud. Joy roſe darkly in 
his face. He had heard the ſong of Carril*. 
A blaſt ſuſtained his dark-ſkirted cloud ; which 
he ſeized in the boſom of night, as he roſe, with 
his fame, towards his airy hall. Half-mixed 
with the noiſe of the ſtream, lie poured his fee. 
ble words. 

« Joy met the ſoul of Cathmor. His voice 
was heard on Moi-lena. The bard gave his ſony 
to Cairbar. He travels on the wind. My form 
is in my father's hall, like the gliding of a terri. 
ble light, which darts acroſs the deſart, in : 
ſtormy night. No bard ſhall be wanting at thy 
tomb, when thou art lowly laid. Ihe ſons cl 
ſong love the valiant. Cathmor, thy name i; 

a pleaſan: 


feat of the Fir-bolg. The character of Cathmor is preſerved. 
He had mentioned, in the firſt book, the averſion of that chic 
to praiſe, and we find him here lying at the fide of a ſtream, 
that the noiſe of it might drown the voice of Fonar, who, ac 
cording to the cuſtom of the times, ſung his eulogium in his 
evening ſong. Though other chiefs, as well as Cathmor, might 
be averie to hear their own praiſe, we ſind it the univerſal po- 
licy of the times, to allow the bards to be as extravagant as they 
pleaſed in their encomiums on the leaders of armies, in the pre- 
tence of their people. "lhe vulgar, who had no great ability 
to judge for themſelves, received the characters of their princes, 
entirely upon the faith of their bards. 

* Carri, the ſon of Kinfena, by the orders of Oſſian, ſung 
the funeral elegy at the tomb of Cairbar. See the ſecond bock 
towards the end. In all theſe poems, the viſits of gholts, to 
their living friends, are ſhort, and their language obſcure, both 
which circumſtances tend to throw a ſolemn gloom on theſe ſu- 
pernatura} ſcenes. Towards the latter end of the ſpeech of the 
ghoſt of Cairbar, he fortels the death of Cathmor, by enume- 
rating thoſe ſignals, which, according to the opinion of the times, 
preceded the death of a perſon renowned, It was thought that 
the ghoſts of deceaſed bards ſung, for three nights preceding 
the death (near the place where his tomb was to be raiſed), 
round an unſubſtantial figure , ch repreſentgd the body of the 
perſon who was to die. 
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a pleaſant gale. 'The mournful ſounds ariſe ! On 
Lubar's field there is a voice! Louder ſtill, ye 
ſhadowy ghoſts ! The dead were full of fame! 
Shrilly ſwells the feeble ſound. 'The rougher 
blaſt alone is heard! Ah, ſoon is Cathmor 
low !”” Rolled into himſelf he flew, wide on the 
boſom of winds. The old oak felt his depar- 
ture, and ſhook its whiſtling head. Cathmor 
farts from reſt. He takes his deathful ſpear. 
He lifts his eyes around. He ſees but dark- 
kirted night. 

« It* was the voice of the king,” he ſaid. 
«© But now his form is gone. Unmarked is your 
path in the air, ye children of the night. Often, 
like a reflected beam, are ye ſeen in the deſart 
wild : but ye retire m your blaſts, before our 
ſteps approach. Go then, ye feeble race] Know- 
ledge with you there is none! Your joys are 
weak, and like the dreams of our reſt, or the 
light-winged thought, that flies acroſs the ſoul. 
Shall Cathmor ſoon be low? Darkly laid in his 
narrow houſe ? Where no morning comes, with 
her half-opened eyes? Away, thou ſhade! to 
fizht is mine! All further thought away! I ruth 
forth, on eagle's wings, to ſeize my beam of 
fame, In the lonely vale of ſtreams, abides the 
narrow + foul. Years roll on, ſeaſons return, 

but 


* The ſcliloquy of Cathmor ſuits the magnanimity of his cha- 
rafter, Though Naggered at firſt with the prediction of Cair- 
bar's ghoſt, he ſoon comforts himſelf with the agrecable pro- 
ipe& of his future renown ; and, like Achillis, prefcrs a ſhort 
and glorious lite, to an obſcure length of years in retirement 
and caſe. a 

+ An indolent and unwarlike life was held in extreme con- 
tempt, Whatever a philoſopher may ſay, in praife of quiet and 
retirement, I am far from thinking, but they weaken and de- 
baſe the human mind. When the faculties of the ſoul are not 
excrted, they loſe their vigour, aud low and circumſcribed no- 
tions take the place of noble and enlarged ideas, Action, on 
the contrarv, and the viciſſitudes of fortune which attend 8 
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but he is ſtill unknown. In a blaſt comes cloudy 
death, and lays his grey head low. His ghoſt is 
folded in the vapour of the fenny field. Its 
courſe is never on hills, nor moſſy vales of wind. 
So ſhall not Cathmor depart. No boy in the 
field was he, who only marks the bed of roes, 
upon the echoing hills. My iſſuing forth was 
with kings. My joy in dreadful plains: where 
broken hoſts are rolled away, like ſeas before the 
wind.” 

So ſpoke the king of Alnecma, brightening in 
his riſing ſoul. Valour, like a pleaſant flame, 
is gleaming within his breaſt. Stately is his 
ſtride on the heath]! The beam of eaſt is poured 
around. He ſaw his grey hoſt on the field, wide- 
ſpreading their ridges in light. He rejoiced, like 
a ſpirit of heaven, whoſe ſteps come forth on the 
ſeas, when he beholds them peaceful round, 
and all the winds are laid. But ſoon he awakes 
the waves, and rolls them large to ſome echoing 
ſhore. 

On the ruſhy bank of a ſtream, ſlept the 
daughter of Inis-huna. The helmet had fallen 
from her head. Her dreams were in the lands 
of her fathers. THERE morning is on the held. 
Grey ſtreams leap down from the rocks. 'The 

breezes, 


call forth, by turns, all the powers of the mind, and, by xcr- 
ciſing, ſtrengthen them. Hence it is, that in great and opu- 
lent ſtates, when property and indolence are ſecured to indivi- 
duals, we ſeldom meet with that ſtrength of mind, which is ſo 
common in a nation, not far advanced in civilization. It is 2 
curious, but juſt, obſervation, that great kingdoms ſeldom 
produce great characters, which muſt be altogether attributed 
to that indolence and diſſipation, which are the inſeparable 
companions of too much property and ſecurity. Rome, it is 
certain, had more real great men within, when its power was 
confined within the narrow bounds of Latium, than when its 
dominion extended over all the known world ; and one pctty 
ſtate of the Saxon heptarchy had, perhaps as much genuine 
ſpirit in it, as the two Britiſh kingdoms united. As a itate, we 
are much more powerful than our anceſtors, but we would loc 


by comparing individuals with them, 
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breezes, in ſhadowy waves, fly over the ruſhy 
fields. "THERE is the ſound that prepares for 
the chace. 'THEeRE the moving of warriors from 
the hall. But tall above the reſt 1s ſeen the hero 
of ſtreamy Atha. He bends his eye of love on 
Sul-malla, from his ſtately ſteps. SHE turns, with 
pride, her face away, and careleſs bends the bow. 
Such were the dreams of the maid, when 
Cathmor of Atha came. He ſaw her fair face 
before him in the midſt of her wandering locks. 
He knew the maid of Lumon. What ſhould 
Cathmor do ? His ſighs ariſe. His tears come 
down. But ſtraight he turns away.“ This is no time, 
king of Atha, to awake thy ſecret ſoul. The bat- 
tle is rolled before thee, like a troubled ſtream.“ 
He ſtruck that warning boſs *, wherein dwelt 
the voice of war. Erin roſe around him, like the 
ſound of eagle-wing. Sul-malla ſtarted from 
ſleep in her diſordered locks. She ſeized the 
helmet ſrom earth. She trembled in her place. 
© Why ſhould they know in Erin of the daugh- 
ter of Inis-huna ?” She remembered the race of 
kings. The pride of her ſoul aroſe! Her ſteps 
are behind a rock, by the blue-winding + ſtream 
of a vale : where dwelt the dark-brown hind ere 
yet the war aroſe. Thither came the voice of 
Cathmor, at times, to Sul-malla's ear. Her ſoul 
is darkly fad. She pours her words on wind. 
The dreams of Inis-huna departed. They 
are diſperſed from my ſoul. I hear not the chace 
in my land. I am concealed in the ſkirts of war. 
Vor. II. E I look 


In order to underſtand this paſſage, it is neceſſary to look 
to the deſcription of Cathmor's ſhield in the ſeventh book. 
This ſhield had ſeven principal boſſes, the found of cach of 
which, when ſtruck with a ſpear, conveyed a particular order 
irom the king to his tribes. Ihe ſound of one of them, as here, 
was the ſignal for the army to aſſemble. 

+ This was not the valley of Lona to which Sul-malla after- 
wards rctired, | 
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I look forth from my cloud. No beam appears to 
ligut my path. I behold my warrior low; for 
the bro:d-ſhielded king is near, he that over. 
comes in danger, Fingal from Selma of ſpears! 
Spirit of departed Conmor ! are thy iteps on the 
boſom of winds? Comeit thou, at times, to 
other lands, father of ſad 5ul-malla ? Thou doſt 
come! I have heard thy voice at night; while 
et 1 rcic on the wave to Erin of the ſtreams. 
The ghoſt of fathers, they ſay “, call away the 
ſouls of their 15 ce, while the y behold them lone- 
ly in the midſt of woe. Call me, my father, 
away! When Cathinor is low on earth. Ihen 
{hall Sul-malla be loncly in the midſt of woe!“ 


* Con-mer, the father of Sul-malla, was killed in that war 
fromm which Cathmor delivered Inis-huna. Lormar his ſon ſuc. 
czeded Conmor. It was the opinion of the times, when a per- 
ſon was reduce to a pitch of miitery, which could admit of n 
alleviation, thai th e ghoſts of Lis anceſters called bis ſuul arvay, 
"his ſupernatural kind oi death was called the voice of the deud 
and is bclicved by the ſuperſſitious vulgar to this day. 

'There is no people in the world, perhaps, who give more 
univerſal credit to apparitions, and the viſits of the ghoſts of 
the deceaſed to their friends, than the ancient Scots. 'This is 
to be attributed as much, at leaſt, to the ſituation of the coun- 
try they poſleſs, as to that credulous Ciſpolition which diſtin- 
tuiſnes an uncnlightencd people. As their bulinc!s was feed- 
ite of cart]: in dark ard extenſive deſarts, fo their journeys 
Jay over, wide and unftequented heaths, where, often, they 
were oblived io fleep in the open air, amidil the whiſtling ci 
wide, and roar of waterefalls. The gloomineJs of the ſcenes 
aryvund them was apt to beget that melaacholy diſpoſition «© 
mind, which molt readily receives impreſſions cf the extracrii- 
rary 2nd ſupernatural kind. Falling afleep in this gluwny 
mocd, and their dreams being dilturbed by the roile ef the 
elements around, it is no matter of wonder, that they thought 
they heard the woice of the dead. "This woice of the deat, how- 
ever, was, perhaps, no more than a fhriller whiſtle of the 
winds in an eld tree, or in the chinks of a neighbouring rock. 
It is to this cauſe 1 aſcribe thoſe many and improbable tales 0! 
ghaſis, which we meet with in the Highlands: for, in other 
reſpcets, we do not find that the inhabitants are more credulou: 
than their neighbours. 
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BOOK V. 
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ARGUMENT to Book V. 


The poet, after a ſhort addreſs to the harp of Cona, deſcribe, 
the arrangement of both armies on either ſide of the river Lu- 
bar. Fingal gives the command to Fillan; but, at the ſame 
time, orders Gaul, the ſon of Morni, who had been wound- 
ed in the hand in the preceding battle, to aſſiſt him with his 
counſel. The army of the Fir-bolg is commanded by Fol- 
dath. The general onſet is deſcribed. The great actions of 
Fillan. He kills Rothmar and Culmin. But when Fillan 
conquers in one wing, Foldath preſſes hard on the other, 
He wounds Dermid, the ſon of Duthno, and puts the whole 
wing to flight. Dermid deliberates with himſelf, and, at 
laſt, reſolves to put a ſtop to the progreſs of Foldath, by en- 
gaging him in ſingle combat. When the two chiefs were 
approaching towards one another, Fillan came fuddenly to 
the relief of Dermid; engaged Foldath, and killed him. 
The behaviour of Malthos towards the fallen Foldath. Fil- 
dan puts the whole army of the Fir-holg to flight. The 
hook cloſes with an addreſs to Clatho, the mother of that 
hero. 


AN 
EPIC POEM. 


BOOK V. 


Tuo dweller between the ſhields, that 
hang on high in Oſſian's hall! Deſcend from 
thy place, O harp, and let me hear thy voice! 
Son of Alpin, ſtrike the ftring. Thou muſt 
awake the ſoul of the bard. The murmur of 
Lora's * ſtream has rolled the tale away. I 
ſtand in the cloud of years. Few are its open- 
ings towards the F þ and when the viſion 
comes, it is but din and dark. I hear thee, 
harp of Selma! my ſoul returns, like a breeze, 
which the ſun brings back to the vale, where 
dwelt the lazy miſt ! 

Lubar + is bright before me in the windings 
of its vale. On either fide, on their hills, riſe 
the tall forms of the kings. Their people are 
poured around them, bending forward to their 


E 3 words: 


* Lora is often mentioned; it was a ſmall and rapid ſtream 
in the neighbourhood of Selma. There is no veſtige of this 
name now remaining ; though it appears from a very old ſong 
which the tranſlator has ſeen, that one of the ſmall rivers on 
the north-weſt coaſt was called Lora ſome centuries ago. 

+ From leveral paſſages in the poem we may form a dil. 
tin& idea of the ſcene of the action of Temora. At a ſmall 
diſtance from one another roſe the hills of Mora and Lora: 
the firſt poſſeſſed by Finyal, the ſecond by the army of Cath- 
mor. Through the intermediate plain ran the ſmall river 
Lubar, on the banks of which all the battles were fought, 
except that between Cairbar and Oſcar, related in the 1 75 
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words: as if their fathers ſpoke, deſcending 
from the winds. But they themſelves are like 
two rocks in the midſt; each with its dark head 
of pines, when they are ſeen in the deſart, above 
low-ſailing miſt. High on their face are ſtreams, 
which bend their foam on blaſts of wind ! 

Beneath the voice of Cathmor pours Erin, 
like the ſound of flame. 
to Lubar. Before them is the ſtride of Foldath, 
But Cathmor retires to his hill, beneath his 
bending oak. 'The tumbling of a ſtream is near 
the king. He lifts, at times, his gleaming ſpear, 
It is a flame to his people, in the midſt of war, 
Near him ſtands the daughter of Con-mor, lean- 
ing on a rock. She did not rejoice at the ſtrife, 
Her ſoul delighted not in blood. A. + valley 
ſpreads green behind the hill, with its three blue 
ſtreams. The ſun is there in ſilence. The dun 
mountain-roes come down. On theſe are turned 

the eyes of Sul-malla in her thoughtful mood, 
Fingal beholds Cathmor, on high, the ſon 
of Borbar-duthul ! he beholds the deep rolling 
of Erin, on the darkened plain. He ſtrikes that 
warning boſs, which bids the people to obey; 
wher. 


hook. This I:ft-mentioned engagement happened to the north 
of the hili of Mora, of which Piny al took poſſoſſion, after the 
army of Cairbar {e!! back to that „f Cathmor. At ſome diſ- 
tance, but withia ſight of Mora, towards the weſt, Lubar if- 
ſucd from the mountain of Crommal, and, after a ſhort 
courſ: through the plain of Moi-leva, diſcharged itſelf into 
the ſea near the field of hattie., Behind the mountain of Crom- 
mal ran the ſma!l fircam of Lavath, on the b:nks of with 
Ferad-artho, the fon of Cairbre, the only perſon remairing of 
the race of Cona, lived concealea in cave, during the uſurpa- 
tion of Cairbar, the ton of Ber: are thr), 

+ It was to this valley Sul naaa retired, during the laſt 
and deciſive battle between tFri-al and Cathmor. It is de- 
ſ:ribed in the ſeventh. boch, where it is called the valley of 
Lona, aud the reſidence of a Druid. 


Wide they come down. 
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when he ſends his chiefs before them, to the 
held of renown. Wide riſe their ſpears to the 
ſun. Their echoing ſhields reply around. Fear, 
like a vapour, winds not among the hoſt : for 
HE, THE KING, is near, the ſtrength of ſtreamy 
Selma. Gladneſs brightens the hero. We hear 
his words with joy. 

« Like the coming forth of winds, is the 
ſound of Selma's ſons! They are mountain wa— 
ters, determined in their courſe. Hence is Fin- 
gal renowned, Hence is his name in other 
lands. He was not a lonely beam in danger; 
for your ſteps were always near | But never was 
Fingal a dreadful form, in your preſence, 
darkened into wrath, My voice was no thunder 
to your ears. Mine eyes ſent forth no death. 
When the haughty appeared I beheld them not. 
They were forgot at my feaſts. Like milt they 
melted away. A young beam is before you! 
Few are his paths to war | They are few, but he 
is valiant. Defend my dark-haired ton. Bring 
Fillan back with joy. Hereafter he may ſtand 
alone. His form is like his fathers. His ſoul is 
a flame of their fire. Son of car-borne Morn, 
move behind the youth. Let thy voice reach 
his ear, from the fkirts of war. Not unobſerved 
rolls battle, before thee, breaker of the thields !”? 

The king ſtrode, at once, away to Cormul's 
lofty rock. Intermitting, darts the light, from 
his ſhield, as flow the king of heroes moves. 
Sidelong rolls his eye o'er the heath, as forming 
advance the lines. Graceful fly his half-grey 
locks round his kingly features, now lightened 
with dreadfui joy. Wholly mighty is the chief! 
Behind him dark and flow I moved. Straight 
came forward the ſtrength of Gaul. His ſhield 
hung looſe on its thong. He ſpoke, in haſte, 
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to Oſſian. © Bind“, ſon of Fingal], this ſhield! 
Bind it high to the ſide of Gaul. The foe may 
behold it, and think I lift the ſpear. If I ſhould 
fall, let my tomb be hid in the field; for fall! 
muſt without fame. Mine arm cannot lift the 
ſteel. Let not Evir-choma hear it, to bluſh be- 
tween her locks. Fillan, the mighty behold us! 
Let us not forget the ſtrife. Why ſhould THEN 
come, from their hills, to aid our flying field?“ 

He ſtrode onward, with the ſound of his ſhield. 
My voice purſued him as he went. „Can the 
ſon of Morni fall, without his fame in Erin? 
But the deeds of the mighty are forgot by them- 
ſelves. They ruſh careleſs over the fields of re- 
nown. Their words are never heard!“ I rejoiced 
over the ſteps of the chief. I ſtrode to the rock 
of the king, where he ſat, in his wandering locks, 
amid the mountain-wind ! 

In two dark ridges bend the hoſts, toward each 
other, at Lubar. Here Foldath riſes a pillar of 
darkneſs: there brightens the youth of Fillan. 
Each, with his ſpear in the ſtream, ſent forth 
the voice of war. Gaul ſtruck the ſhield of Sel- 
ma. At once they plunge in battle ! Steel pours 
its gleam on ſteel : like the fall of ſtreams ſhone 
the field, when they mix their foam together, 
from two dark-browed rocks ! Behold he comes, 
the ſon of fame ! He lays the people low ! Deati 
fits on blaſts around him! Warriors ſtrew thy 
paths, O Fillan ! 

Rothmar +, the ſhield of warriors, ſtood be- 
tween two chinky rocks. 'Two oaks, which 

winds 


* It is neceſſary to remember that Gaul was wounded; 
which occaſions his requiring here the aſſiſtance of Oſſian to 
bind his ſhicld on his ſide. 

+ Roth-mar, the ſound of the ſea before a form. Drumanard, 
bigh-ridge. Cul-min, ſoft-baired. Cull-allin, beautiful oct: 
Strutha, frcamy-river. 
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winds had bent from high, ſpread their branches 
on either ſide. He rolls his darkening eyes on 
Fillan, and, filent, ſhades his friends. Fingal 
ſaw the approaching fight. The hero's ſoul 
aroſe. But as the ſtone of Loda + falls, ſhook, 
at once, from rocking Druman-ard, when fpirits 
heave the earth in their wrath; ſo fell blue- 
ſhielded Rothmar. 

Near are the ſteps of Culmin. The youth 
came, burſting into tears. Wrathful he cut the 
wind, ere yet he mixed his ſtrokes with Fillan.. 
He had Grit bent the bow with Rothmar, at the 
rock of his own blue ſtreams. There they had 
marked the place of the roe, as the ſun-beam flew 
over the fern. Why, ſon of Cul-allin! Why, 
Culmin, doſt thou ruſh on that beam * of light ? 
It is a fire that conſumes. Son of Cul-allin, re- 

E 5 tire, 


+ By the ſtone of Loda is meant a place of worfhip among 
the Scandinavians. The Caledonians, in their many ecxpedi- 
tions to Orkney and Scandinavia, became acquainted with 
ſome of the rites of the rcligion which prevailed in thoſe 
countries, and the ancient poetry frequently alludes to them. 
There are ſome ruins, 4 circular pales of ſtone remaining 
ſtill in Orkney, and the iſlands of Shetland, which retain, to 3 
this day, the name of Zoda or Lolen. They ſeem to have 
diſſered materially, in their conſtruction, from thoſæe Druidi- 
cal monuments which refnain in Britain, and the weſtern 
ies. The places of worſhip among the Scandinavians were 
originally rude and unadorned. In after ages, when they. 
opened a communication with other nations, they adopted 
their manners, and built temples. That at Upſal, in Sweden, 
was amazingly rich and magnificent. Harquin, of Norway, 
built one near Drontheim, little inferior to the former; and 
it went always under the name of Loden. Mallet, introduce - 
tion a U biſflsire de Dannemarc. | 

The poet, metaphorically, calls Fillan a beam of liphr, , 7 
Culmin, mentioned here, was the ſon of Clonmar, chief of "1 
Strutha, by the beautiful Cul-allin. She was ſo remarkable ; 
for the beauty of her perſon, that ſhe is introduced, frequently, 
in the ſimilies and alluſions of ancient portry. Mar Chula». 4 
lan Strutha nan fian ; Lovely as Cul-allin of Strutba of the florme. . 
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tire. Your fathers were not equal, in the glit- 
tering ſtrife of the ſield. The mother of Culmin 
remains in the hall. She looks forth on blue— 
rolling Strutha. A whirl-wind riſes, on the 
ſtream, dark-eddying round the ghoſt of her ſon. 
His dogs + are howling in their place. His ſhield 
is bloody in the hall. Art thou fallen, my fair. 
haired ſon, in Erin's diſmal war ?” 

As aroe, pierced in ſecret, lies panting, by her 
wonted ſtreams ; the hunter ſurveys her feet of 
wind : He remembers her ſtately bounding before, 
So lay the ſon of Cul-allin beneath the eye of Fil. 
lan, His hair is rolled in a little ſfream. His 
blood wanders on his ſhield. Still his hand holds 
the ſword, that failed him in the midſt of danger, 
c Thou art fallen,” ſaid Fillan, “ ere yet thy 
fame was heard. Thy father ſent thee to war. 
He expects to hear of thy deeds. He is grey, per- 
haps, at his ſtreams. His eyes are toward Moi- 
lena. But thou ſhalt not return with the ſpoil of 
the fallen foe !” 

Fillan pours the flight of Erin before him, over 
the reſounding heath. But, man on man, fell 
Morven before the dark-red rage of Foldath : for 
far on the field, he poured the roar of half his 
tribes, 


'+ Dogs were thought to be ſenſible of the death of their 
maſter, let it happen at ever ſo great a diſtance. It Mas alſo 
the opinion of the tin»:s, that the arms which warriors left at 
home became bloody, when they themſelves fell in battle, tt 
was from thoſe ſigns that Cul-allin is fuppoſed to underſtand 
that her ſon is killed; in which ſhe is confirmed by the ap- 
pearance of his phoſt. Her ſudden and ſhort exclamation is 
more judicious in the poet, than it ſhe had extended her com- 
plaints to a greater length. The attitude of the fallen youth, 
and Fillan's reflect ions over him, come forcibly back on the 
mind, when we conſider, that the ſuppoſed ſituation of the 
father of Culmin, was fo funilur to that of: Fingal, aſter the 
death of Fillan himſelf. 
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tribes. Dermid ſtands before him in wrath. The 
ſons of Selma gathered around. But his ſhield is 
cleft by Foldath. His people fly over the heath. 

Then ſaid the foe, in his pride, “ They have 
fled. My fame begins! Go, Malthos, go bid 
Cathmor guard the dark-rolling of ocean; that 
Fingal may not eſcape from my ſword. He mult 
lie on earth. Beſide ſome fen {hall his tomb be 
ſeen. It ſhall riſe without a ſong. His ghoſt 
ſhall hover in miſt, over the recdy pool. 

Malthos heard, with darkening doubt. He 
rolled his ſilent eyes. He knew the pride of Fol- 
dath. He looked up to Fingal on his hills : then 
darkly turning, in doubtful mood, he plunged 
his ſword in war, 

In Clono's * narrow vale, where bend two 
trees above the ſtream, dark, in his grief, ſtood 
Duthno's filent ſon. The- blood pours from the 

ſide 


This valley had its name from Clono, ſon of Lethmal of 
Lora, one of the anceſtors of Dermid, the fon of Duthno. His 
hiſtory is thus related in an old poem. In the days of Conar, 
the ſon of Trenmor, the firſt king of Ireland, Clono paſſed 
over into that kingdom, from Caledonia, to aid Conar againſt 
the Fir-bolg. Being remarkable for the beauty of his perſon, 
he ſoon drew the attention of Sulmin, the young wife of an 
Iriſh chief. She diſcloſed her paſſion, which was not properly 
returned by the Calcdonian. The lady fickened, thro' dif- 
appointment, and her love for Clono came to the cars of her 
luſband. Fired with jeslouſy, he vowed revenge. Clono, 
to avoid his rage, depuwted from Temora, in order to pats 
over into Scotland; and, being benighted in the valley men- 
tioned here, he laid him down to ſleep. There Lothmal deſcend- 
ed in the dreams of Cluns, and told bim that dunger Twas near. 

Ghoſt of LeTyamat.—* Arite from thy bed of mols; ſon 
of low-laid Lethmal, ariſe. The ſound of the coming of foes 
deſcends along the wind. | 

CCN O.“ Whoſe voice is that, like many ſtreams, in the 
ſeaſon of my reſt. 

Gholt of LeTumMat.—* Ariſ:, thou dweller of che ſouls of 
the lovely; ſon of Lethmal ariſe. | 

CLoNO, 
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ſide of Dermid. His ſhield is broken near. Hig 
ſpear leans againſt a ſtone. Why, Dermid, why 
ſo ſad ? «I hear the roar of battle. My people 
are alone. My ſteps are flow on the heath; 
and no ſhield is mine. Shall he then prevail ? 
It is then after Dermid is flow! I will call thee 
forth, O Foldath ! and meet thee yet in fight.” 

He took his ſpear, with dreadful joy. 'The ſon 
of Morni came. Stay, ſon of Duthno, ſta 
thy ſpeed. 'Thy ſteps are marked with blood. 
No boſly ſhield is thine. Why fthouldſt thou fall 
unarmed ?” „ Son of Morni! give thou thy 
ſhield. It has often rolled back the war. I ſhall 
ſtop the chief in his courſe. Son of Morni ! be- 
hold that ſtone! It lifts its grey head through 
graſs. There dwells a chief of the race of Der- 
mid. Place me there in night.” 

He ſlowly roſe againſt the hill. He faw the 
troubled field; the gleaming ridges of battle, 
disjoined and broken round. As diſtant fires, on 
heath by night, now ſeem as loſt in ſmoke ; now 
rearing their red ſtreams on the hill, as blow or 
geaſe the winds : ſo met the intermitting war the 


eye 


CrLono.—* How dreary is the night! The moon is dark- 
ened in the ſky ; red are the paths of ghoſts along its ſullen 
face ! Green-ſkirted meteors ſet around. Dull is the roaring 
of ſtreams, from the valley of dim forms. I hear thee, ſpirit 
of my father, on the eddying courſe of the wind. I hear 
thee; but thou bendeſt not forward thy tall form, from the 
ſkirts of night.“ 

As Clono prepared to depart, the huſband of Sulmin came 
up, with his numerous attendants, Clono defended himſelf, 
but after a gallant reſiſtance, he was overpowered and flain. 
He was burried in the place where he was killed, and the val- 
ey was called after tis name. Dermid, in his requeſt to Gaul 
the ſon of Morni, which immediately follows this paragraph, 


alludes to the tomb of Clono, and his own connection with 
that unſortunate chief. 
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eye of broad-ſhielded Dermid. Through the 
hoſt are the ſtrides of Foldath, like ſome dark 
ſhip on wintry waves, when ſhe iſſues from be- 
tween two iſles, to ſport on reſounding ocean! 
| Dermid, with rage, beholds his courſe. He 
ſtrives to ruſh along. But he fails amid his ſteps; 
and the big tear comes down. He ſounds his 
father's horn. He thrice ſtrikes his boſſy ſhield. 
He calls thrice the name of Foldath, from his 
roaring tribes. Foldath, with joy, beholds the 
chief. He lifts aloft his bloody ſpear. As a 
rock is marked with ſtreams, that fell troubled 
down its ſide in a ſtorm ; ſo, ſtreaked with wan- 
dering blood, is the dark chief of Moma ! The 
hoſt, on either fide, withdraw from the contend. 
ing of kings. They raiſe, at once, their gleam- 
ing points. Ruſhing comes Fillan of Selma. 
Three paces back Foldath withdraws, dazzled 
with that beam of light, which came, as iſſuin 
from a cloud, to fave the wounded chief. 
Growing in his pride he ſtands. He calls forth 
all his ſteel. 
As meet two broad-winged eagles, in their 
ſounding ſtrife, in winds z ſo ruſh the two chiefs, 
on Moi-lena, into gloomy fight. By turns are 
the ſteps of the kings“ forward on their rocks 
above; for now the duſky war ſeems to deſcend 
on their ſwords. Cathmor feels the joy of war- 
riors, on his moſſy hill: their joy in ſecret, 
when dangers riſe to match their ſouls. His eye 
is not turned on Lubar, but on Selma's dreadful 
king. He beholds him, on Mora, riſing in his arms. 
Foldath + falls on his ſhield. The ſpear of 
Fillan pierced the king. Nor looks the youth 
on 
* Fingal and Cathmore, | | 
+ The fall of Foldath, if we may believe tradition, was 


predited to him, before he had left his own country to join 
Cairbar, 
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on the fallen, but onward rolls the war. The 
hundred voices of death ariſe. „ Stay, ſon of 
Fingal, ſtay thy ſpeed. Beholdeſt thou not that 
gleaming form, a dreadful ſign of death? Awak- 
en not the king of Erin. Return, ſon of blue- 
cyed Clatho.“ 

Malthos F beholds Foldath low. He darkly 
ſtands above the chief. Hatred is rolled from 
his ſoul. He feems a rock in a deſart, on whoſe 
dark fide are the trickling of waters; when the 


flow-ſailing miſt has left it, and all its trees are 
blaſted 


Cairbar in his deſigns on the Iriſh throne. He went to the 
cave of Moma, to enquire of the ſpirits of his fathers, con- 
ccrning the fucceſs of the enterpriſe of Cairbar. The reſpon- 
ſes of oracles are always attended with obſurity, and liable to 
a double meaning: Foldath, therefore, put a favourable in- 
terpretation on the prediction, and purſued his adopted plan of 
agrandizing himſelf with the family of Atha. 

Fol oaru, addrefiing the ſpirits of bir fathers.—* Dark, 1 
ſtand in your preſence; fathers of Foldath hear. Shall my 
ſteps paſs over Atha, to Ullin of the roes ? 

The Anſwer. —* Thy fteps ſhall paſs over Atha, to the 
Green dwelling of kings. There ſhall thy ature ariſe, over 
the fallen, like a pillar of thunder-clouds. There, terrible in 
darkneſs ſhalt thou ſtand, tiil the r-fected beam, or Cloncath of 
Moruth, come; Moruth of many ſt reams, that roars in dil» 
tant lands.” 

Cloncath, or rem, ſay my traditional authors, was 
the name of the {word of Fillan; ſo that it was, in the latent 
ſgnification of the word C/urcath, that the deception lay. My 
principal reaſon for introduging this note, is, that this tradi- 
tion ſerves to ſhew, that the religion of the Fir-boly differed 
from that of the Calcdonians, as we never find the latter en- 
quiring of the ſpirits of their deceaſed anceſtors. 

+ The characters of Fo!dath and Malthos are ſuſtained. 
They were both dark and ſurly, but cach in a different way. 
Foldath was impetuous and crucl. Mal hos ſtubborn and in- 
credulous. heir attachment to the family of Atha was 
equal; their bravery in battle the ſame. Foldath was vain 
and oſtentatious: Malthos unindulgent but generous. His 
behaviour here, towards his enemy Foldath, ſhews, that a 
good heart often lies concealed under a gloomy aud ſullen 
character, 
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blaſted with winds. He ſpoke to the dying he- 
ro, about the narrow houſe. „ Whether ſhall 
thy grey ſtone rife in Ullin, or in Moma's “ woody 
land? where the ſun looks, in ſecret, on the blue 
ſtreams of Dalrutho+? There are the ſteps of 
thy daughter, blue-eyed Dardu-lena !” 

« Remembereit thou her,” ſaid Foldath, 
« becauſe no ſon is mine: no youth to roll the 
battle before him, in revenge of me? Malthos, 
I am revenged. I was not peaceful in the field. 
Raiſe the tombs of thoſe I have ſlain, around m 
narrow houſe. Often thall I forſake the blaſt, 
to rejoice above their graves; when I behold 
them ſpread around, with their long-whiſtling 
raſs.” 

His foul ruſhed to the vale of Moma, to Dar- 
dulena's dreams, where the ſlept, by Dalru- 
tho's ſtream, returning from the chace of the 
hinds. Her bow is near, the maid, unſtrung. 
The breezes fold her long hair on her breaſts. 
Cloathed in the beauty of youth, the love of 
heroes lay. Dark-bending, from the ſkirts of 
the wood, her wounded tather ſeemed to come. 
He appeared, at times, then hid himſelf in 
miſt. Burſting in tears ſhe roſe. Se knew 
that the chief was low. 'To her came a beam 
from his ſoul, when folded in its ſtorms. 


'Thou 


* Moma was the name of a country in the ſouth of Con- 
naught, once famous for being the reſidence of an Arch-Druid. 
The cave of Moma was thought to be inhabited by the ſpirits 
of the chiefs of the Fir-bolg, and their poſterity ſent to enquire 
there, as to an oracle, concerning the iſſue of their wars. 

+ Dal-ruäth, parcbel or ſrndy ſiclil. The etymology of Dar- 
dulena is uncertain. The daughter of Foldath was, probably, 
lo called, irom a place in Ulſter, where her father had defeated 
part of the adherents of Artho, king of Ircland. Dor-dulena z 
the dark wood of end. As Foldath vs proud and oſtenta- 
tious, it would appear, that he tranierred the name of à place, 
where he himſelf had been victorious, to his daughter, 


* 
2 _ —— — — ew ot ow 2 — _ - 


at AB. 


= . * WW" 
. 
„* 


——ů ne — — 


88 NA Book V. 
Thou wert the laſt of his race, O blue-eyed 


Dardu- lena 

Wide-ſpreading over echoing Lubar, the flight 
of Bolga is rolled along. Fillan hangs forward 
on their ſteps. He ſtrews, with dead, the heath, 
Fingal rejoices over his ſon. Blue-ſhielded Cath- 
mor roſe “. | 

Son of Alpin, bring the harp. Give Fillan's 
praiſe to the wind. Raiſe high his praiſe, in 
mine ear, while yet he ſhines in war. 

Leave, blue-eyed Clatho, leave thy hall 
Behold that early beam of thine! The hoſt is 
withered in its courſe. No further look, it is 
dark. Light trembling from the harp, ſtrike, 
virgins, ſtrike the ſound. No hunter he de- 
ſcends, from the dewy haunt of the bounding 
roe. He bends not his bow on the wind ; nor 
ſends his grey arrow abroad. 

«© Deep-folded in red war] See battle roll 
againſt his ſide. Striding amid the ridgy ſtrife, 
he pours the deaths of thouſands forth. Fillan 
is like a ſpirit of heaven, that deſcends from the 
ſkirt of winds. 'The troubled ocean feels his 
ſteps, as he ſtrides from wave to wave. His 
path Kindles behind him. Iſlands ſhake their 
heads on the heaving ſeas! Leave, blue-eyed 
Clatho, leave thy hall!“ 


The ſuſpence, in which the mind of the reader is left here, 
conveys the idea of Fillan's danger more forcibly home, than 
any deſcription that couid be introduced. There is a ſort of 
eloquence, in ſilence with propriety. A minute detail of the 
circumſtances of an important ſcene is generally cold and inſipid. 
The human mind, free and fond of thinking for itſelf, is diſguſted 
to find every thing done by the poct. It is, therefore, his 
buſineſs only to mark the moſt-ſtriking out-lines, and to al- 
low the imaginations of his readers to finiſh the figure for 
themſelves.” 

The book ends in the afternoon of the third day, from the 
opening of the poem. 


IN EIGHT BOOKS. j 


BOOK VL | 


ARGUMENT to Book VI. 


This book opens with a ſpeech of Fingal, who ſees Cathmor 
deſcending to the aſſiſtance of his flying army. The king 
diſpatches Oſſian to the relief of Fillan. He himſelf retires 
behind the rock of Cormul, to avoid the fight of the engage- 
ment between his ſon and Cathmor. Oilian advances. 'l he 
deſcent of Cathmor deſcribed. He rallies the army, renews 
the battle, and, before Oſſian could arrive, engages Fillan 
himſclf. Upon the approa h of Offian, the combat between 
the two heroes ceaſes. Offian and Cathmor prepare to 
fight, but night coming on prevents them. Oſſian returns 
to the place where Cathmor and Fillan fought. He finde 


Fillan mortally wounded, and leaning againit a rock. Their 2 
diſcourſe. Fillan dies: his body is laid, by Oſſian, in a 
neighbouring cave. The Caledonian army return to Fingal, 4 
He queſtions them about his ſon, and, underſtanding that ke c 
was killed, retires, in ſilence, to the rock of Carmul. Upon the th 
retreat of the army of Fingal, the Fir-bolp advance. Cath- 4 
mor finds Bran, one of the dogs of Fingal, lying on the f 
* ſhield of Fillan, before the entrance of the cave, where the 02 
body of that hero lay. His reflections thereupon. He re- * 
turns, in a melancholy mood, to his army. Malthos endea- 10 
vours to comfort him, by the example of his father Borbar- hi 
duthal. Cathmor rctires to reſt, The ſong of dul-malla | 
concludes the book, which ends abuut the middle of he fo 
third night, from the opeuing of the pocm. h 
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BOOK VI 


* cc 


CLATHMOR riſes on his hill ! Shall Fin- 
al take the ſword of Luno? But what ſhould 
233 of my fame, ſon of white-boſomed Cla- 
tho? Turn not thine eyes from Fingal, fair 
daughter of Iniſtore. I ſhall not quench thy 
carly beam. It ſhines along my ſoul. Riſe, 
wood-ſkirted Mora, rife betwenn the war and 
me! Why ſhould Fingal bet1ol the ſtrife, leſt 
his dark-haired warrior ſhon1!'i fall]! Amidſt the 
ſong, O Carril, pour the ſound of the trembling 
harp ! Here are the voices of rocks! and there 
the bright tumbling of waters. Father of Oſcar, 
lift the ſpear! Detend the young in arms. 
Conceal thy ſteps from Fillan. He muſt not 
know that I doubt his ſteel. No cloud of mine 
ſhall riſe, my ſon, upon thy ſoul of fire!” 

He ſunk behind his rock, amid the ſound of 
Carril's ſong. Brightening in my growing ſoul, 
I took 


* Fingal ſpeaks, 


vi 
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I took the ſpear of Temora “. I ſaw, alon 
Moi-lena, the wild tumbling of battle ; the ſtrife 
of death, in gleaming rows, disjoined and bro. 


ken round. Fillan is a beam of fre. From 


wing to wing is his waſtcful courſe. The ridges 
of war melt before him. They are rolled, in 
ſmoak, from the fields! 

Now is the coming forth of Cathmor, in the 
armour of kings! Dark-waves the eagle's wing, 
above his helmet of fire. Unconcerned are his 
ſteps, as if they were to the chace of Erin. He 


riſes, at times, his terrible voice. Erin, abaſhed, 


gathers round. Their ſculs return back, like a 
ſtream. They wonder at the ſteps of their fear, 
He roſe, like the beam of the morning, on a 
haunted heath : the traveller looks back, with 
bending eye, on the field of dreadful forms! 
Sudden, from the rock of Moi-lena, are Sul- 
malia's trembling ſteps. An cak takes the ſpear 
from her hand. Half. bent ſhe locſes the lance. 
But then arc her eyes on the king, from amid 
her wandcring locks ! No friendly ſtrife is before 
thee ! No light contending of bows, as when the 


outh of + Inis-huna came forth beneath the cye 
of Cathmor |! 


As the rock of Runo, which takes the paſſing | 


clouds as they fly, ſeems growing, in gathered 
darkneſs, 


The ear of Temora was that which Oſcar had received, 
in a preſent, from Cormac, the ſon of Artho, king of Ireland. 
It was of it that Cairbar made the pretext for quarrelling with 
Oſcar, at the feaſt, in the firſt book. 

+ .Clu-ba, winding bay; an arm of the ſea in Inis-huna, or 
the weſtern coaſt of South-Britain, It was in this bay that 
Cathmor was wind- bound when Sul-malla came, in the diſguiſe 
of a young warrior, to accompany him in his voyage to Ireland. 
Conmor, the father of Sul-malla, as is inſinuated at the cloſe 
of the fourth book, was dead before the departure of his 
daughter, 
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darkneſs, over the ſtreamy heath; ſo ſeems the 
chief of Atha taller, as gather his people around, 
As different blaſts fly over the ſea, each behind 
its dark-blue wave, ſo Cathmor's words, on eve- 

ſide, pour his warriors forth. Nor ſilent on 
his hill is Fillan. He mixes his words with his 
echoing ſhield. An eagle he ſeemed, with 
ſounding wings, calling the wind to his rock, 
when he ſees the coming forth of the roes, on 
Lutha's * ruſhy field ! 

Now they bend forward in battle. Death's 
hundred voices ariſe. The kings, on either fide, 
were like fires on the fouls of the hoſts. Oſſian 
bounded along. High rocks and trees ruſh tall 
between the war and me. But I hear the noiſe 
of ſteel, between my clanging arms. Riſing, 
gleaming, on the hill, I behold the backward 
ſteps of hoſts : their backward ſteps, on either 
fide, and wildly-looking eyes. The chiefs were 
met in dreadfui fight! The two blue-ſhielded 
kings! Tall and dark, through gleams of ſteel, 
are ſeen the ſtriving heroes! I ruſh. My fears 
for Fillan fly, burning acroſs my ſoul. 

I come. Nor Cathmor flies; nor yet comes 
on; he ſidelong ſtalks along. An icy rock, cold, 
tall, he ſeems. I call forth all my ſteel. Silent 
awhile we ſtride, on either fide of a ruſhing 
ſtream : then, ſudden turning, all at once, we 
raiſe our pointed ſpears! We raiſe our ſpears, 
but night comes down. It is dark and ſilent 
round; but where the diſtant ſteps of hoſts are 
ſounding over the heath | 
I come 


»Lutha was the name of a valley in Morven. 'There dwelt 
Toſcar the ſon of Conloch, the father of Malvina, who, upon 
that account, is often called the maid of Lutla. Lutha fignifics 
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I come to the place where Fillan fought. Nor 
voice, nor ſound is there. A broken helmet 
lies on earth, a buckler cleft in twain. Where, 
Fillan, where art thou, young chief of echoing 
Morven ? He hears me leaning on a rock which 
bends its grey head over the ſtream. He hears; 
but ſullen, dark he ſtands. At length I ſaw the 
hero | 

« Why ſtandeſt thou, robed in darkneſs, ſon 
of woody Selma ? Bright is thy path, my brother, 
in this dark-brown field ! Lony has been thy 
ſtrife in battle ! Now the horn of Fingal is heard, 
Aſcend to the cloud of thy father, to his hill of 
feaſts. In the evening miſt he fits, and hears 
the ſound of Carril's harp. Carry joy to the aged, 
young breakers of the ſhields ! 

« Can the vanquiſhed carry joy? Oſſian, no 
ſhield is mine! It lies broken on the field. The 
eagle-wing of my helmet is torn. It is when foes 
fly before them, that fathers delight in their ſons, 
But their ſighs burſt forth, in ſecret, when their 
young warriors yield. No: Fillan ſhall not be- 
hold the king! Why ſhould the hero mourn ?” 

« Son of blue-eyed Clatho ! O Fillan, awake 
not my foul | Wert thou not a burning fire be- 
fore him? Shall he not rejoice ? Such fame be- 
longs not to Oſian; yet is thesking {till a ſun to 
me. He looks on my ſteps with joy. Shadows 

never riſe on his face. Aſcend, O Fillan, to 
Mora! His feaſt is ſpread in the folds of miſt.“ 

« Offian! give me that broken ſhield : theſe 
feathers that are rolled in the wind. Place them 
near to Fillan, that leſs of his fame may fall. 
Ollian, I begin to fail. Lay me in that hollow 
rock. Raiſe no ſtone above, leſt one ſhould aſk 
about my fame. I am fallen in the firſt of my 
fields; fallen without renown, Let thy voice 

alone 


Boox VI. 


Boox VI. An EPIC POEM. 95 


alone ſend joy to my flying foul. Why ſhould 
the bard know where dwells the loſt beam of 
Clatho ©!” 

« Is thy ſpirit on the eddying winds, O Fillan, 
young breaker of ſhields! Joy purſue my hero 
through his folded clouds. 'The forms of thy 
fxthers, O Fillan, bend to receive their ſon. I 
behold the ſpreading of their fire on Mora: the 
blue-rolling of their miſty wreaths. Joy met thee, 
my brother ! But we are dark and fad ! I behold 
the foe round the aged. I behold the waſting a- 
way of his fame. Thou art left alone in the field, 
O grey-haired king of Selma !” 

I laid him in the hollow rock, at the roar of 
the nightly ſtream. One red ſtar looked in on 
the hero. Winds lift, at times, his locks. I liſten. 
No ſound is heard. The warrior ſlept! As light- 
ning on a cloud, a thought came ruſhing along 
my foul. My eyes roll in fire: my ſt ride was in 
the clang of ſtecl. «© I will find thee, king of 
Erin! in the gathering of thy thouſands find thee. 
Why ſhould that cloud eſcape, that quenched our 
carly beam? Kindle your meteors on your hills, 

my 


* A dialogue between Clatho the mother, and Bos-mina the 
ſitter of Fillan, | 

CLATu0.—* Daughter of Fingal, ariſe! thou light between 
thy locks, Lift thy fair head from reſt, ſoft-gliding ſun-beam 
of Selma! I beheid thy arms, on thy breaſt, white toſſed amidſt 
thy wandering locks : when the ruſtling breeze of the morning 
came from the defart of fireams, Halt thou ſeen thy fathers, 
Bos-mina, deſcending in thy dreams? Arile, daughter of Clatho ; 
dwells there aught of grief in thy foul ? 

Bos-MINHA.— “ A thin form paſſed before me, fading as it 
ww: like the darkening wave of a breeze, along a ficld of graſs. 
Defcend from thy wall, O harp, and call back the foul of Bos- 
mina, it has rolled away, like a ſtream. | hear thy pleaſant 
lound hear thee, O harp, and my voice ſhall rife, 

* How often ſhall ye ruſh to war, ye dwellers of my ſoul? 
Your paths axe diſtant, kings of men, in Erin of blue 9 

it 


* 
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my fathers. Light my daring ſteps. I will con. 
ſume in wrath *. But ſhould not I return! The 
king is without a ſon, grey-haired among his foes! 
His arm is not as in the days of old. His fame 
grows dim in Erin. Let me not behold him, laid 
low in his latter field. But can I return to the 
king? Will he not aſk about his ſon? “ Thou 
oughteſt to defend young Fillan.” Oſſian will 
meet the foe ! Green Erin, thy ſounding tread is 
pleaſant to my ear. I ruſh on thy ridgy hoſt, to 
ſhun the eyes of Fingal. I hear the voice of the 
king, on Mora's miſty top ! He calls his two ſons! 

I come, 


Lift thy wing, thou ſouthern breeze, from Clono's darkening 
heath: ſpread the ſails of Fingal towards the bays of his land. 

« But who is that, in his ſtrength, darkening in the preſence 
of war? His arm ſtretches to the foe, like the beam of the ſick- 
ly ſun ; when his ſide is cruſted with darkneſs; and he rolls his 
diſmal courſe through the ſky. Who is it, but the father of 
Bos-mina ? Shall he return till danger is paſt ! 

« Fillan, thou art a beam by his ſide ; beautiful but terrible, 


is thy light. Thy ſword is before thee,” a blue fire of night, 


When ſhalt thou return to thy roes; to the ſtreams of thy ruſhy 
fields? When ſhall 1 behold thee from Mora, while winds ſtrew 
my long locks on their blaſts! But ſhall a young eagle return 
from the field where the heroes fall! 

CLATHO.—< Soft as the ſong of Loda, is the voice of Sel- 
ma's maid. Pleaſant to the ear of Clatho is the name cf the 
breaker of ſhields. Behold, the king comes from ocean: the 
ſhicld of Morven is borne by bards. The foe has fled before 
him, like the departure of miſt. I hear not the ſounding 
wings of my eagle; the ruſhing forth of the ſon of Clu- 
tho. Thou art dark, O Fingal ; ſhall the warrior never te- 
turn?” - - - - 

Here the ſentence is deſignedly left unfiniſhed. The ſenſe 
is, that he was reſolved, like a deſtroying fire, to conſume 
Caihmor, who had killed his brother. In the midſt of this 
reſolution, the ſituation of Fingal ſuggeſts itſelf to him, in a 
very ſtrong light. He reſolves to return to aſſiſt the king in 


. proſecuting the War. But then his ſhame for not defending his 


brother, recurs to him. He is determined again to go and 
find out Cathmor. We may conſider him, as in the act 0: 
advancing towards the enemy, when the horn of Fingal 
founded on Mora, and called back his Zeople to his 1 

This 
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I come, my father, in my grief. I come like an 
eagle, which the flame of night met in the deſart, 
and ſpoiled of half his wings !” 

Diſtant *, round the king, on Mora, the bro- 
ken ridges of Morven are rolled. "They turned 


their eyes: each darkly bends, on his own aſhen 


ſpear. Silent ſtood the king in the midſt. 
Thought on thought rolled over his foul. As 
waves on a ſecret mountain-lake, each with its 
back of foam. He looked; no ſon appeared, 
with his long-beaming ſpear. The ſighs roſe, 
crowding, from his ſoul ; but he concealed his 
grief. At length I ſtood beneath an oak. No 
voice of mine was heard. What could I ſay to 
Fingal in his hour of woe ? His words roſe, at 
length, in the midſt: the people ſhrunk back- 
ward as he ſpoke +. 

Vor. II. F c Where 


This ſoliloquy is natural: the reſolutions which ſo ſudden!y 
follow one another, are expreſſive of a mind extremely agitat- 
ed with ſorrow and conſcious ſhame; yet the behaviour of 
Oſſian, in his execution of the commands of Fingal, is ſo irre- 
prehenſible, that it is not eaſy to determine where he failed 
in his duty. The truth is, that when men fail in deſigns 
which they ardently wiſh to accompliſh, they naturally blame 
themſelves, as the chief cauſe of their diſappointment. 

This ſcene,” ſays an ingenious writer, and a good judge, 
« is ſolemn. The poet always places his chief character amidſt 
objects which favour the ſublime. "The face of the country, 
the night, the broken remains of a defeated army, and, above 
all, the attitude and ſilence of Fingal himſclf, are circumſtan- 
ces calculated to impreſs an awful idea on the mind. Oflian 
s moſt ſucceſsful in his night-deſcriptions. Dark images 
ſuited the melancholy temper of his mind. His poems were 
all compoſed after the active part of his life was over, when 
he was blind, and had ſurvived all the companions of his youth: 
ie 5 find a veil of melancholy thrown over the 
whole.“ | 


+ I owe the firſt paragraph of the following note to the 
fame pen. 
Ihe abaſhed behaviour of the army of Fingal proceeds 
rather from ſhame than fear. The king was not of a * 
nic 
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« Where is the ſon of Selma, he who led in 
war? I behold not his ſteps, among my people, 
returning from the field. Fell the young bound. 
ing roe, who was ſo ſtately on my hills? He fell; 
for ye are ſilent. The ſhield of war is cleft in 

twain, 


nical difpoſition : Ze, as he profeſſes himſelf in the fifth bock, 
never wwas a dreadful form, in their preſence, darkened into wrath, 
Hi, voice was no thunder to their ears : bis eye ſent forth no death, 
'The firſt ages of ſociety are not the times of arbitrary power, 
As the wants of mankind are few, they retain their indepen. 
dence, It is an advanced ſtate of civilization that moulds the 
mind to that ſubmiſſion to government, of which ambitious 
magiſtrates take advantage, and raiſe themſelves into abſolute 
power.“ 

It is a vulgar error, that the common Highlanders lived, in 
abject flavery, under their chiefs. Their high idea of, and 
attachment to the heads of their familes, probably, led the 
unintelligent into this miſtuke. When the honour of the 
tribe was concerned, the commands of the chief were obeyed, 
without reſtriction : but, if individuals were oppreſſed, they 
threw themſelves into the arms of a neighbouring clan, aſſumed 
a new name, and were encouraged and protected. The fear of 
this deſertion, no doubt, made the chiefs cautious in their govern» 
ment. As their conſequence, in the eyes of others, was in pro- 
portion to the numbtr of their people, they took care to avoid 
every thing that tended to diminiſh it. 

It was but very lately that the authority of the laws extended 
to the Highlands. Before that time the clans were governed, 
in civil affairs, not by the verbal commands of the chief, but by 
what they called Ceca, qr the traditional precedents of tneir 
anceſtors, When differcnces happened between individuals, 
ſore of the oldeſt men in the tribe were choſen umpires be- 
tween the parties, to decide according to the Clechda. The 
chief interpoſed his authority, and, invariably, enforced the de- 
ciſion. In their wars, which were frequent, on account of fe- 
mily-feuds, the chief was leſs reſerved in the execution of his au- 
thority ; and even then he ſeldom extended it to the taking the 
life of any of his tribe. No crime was capital, except murder; 
and that was very unfrequent in the Highlands. No corporal 
puniſiment, of any kind, was inflicted. The memory of an 
affront of this ſort would remain, for ages, in a family, and they 
would feize every opportunity to be revenged, unleſs it came 
immediately from the hands of the chief himſelf ; in that caſe 
it was taken, rather as .a fatherly correction, than a legal pu- 
niſhment for offences, 
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twain. Let his armour be near to Fingal; and 
the ſword of dark-brown Luno. I am waked on 
my hills; with morning I deſcend to war.” 

High * on Cormul's rock, an oak is flamin 
to the wind. The grey ſkirts of milt are rolled 
around; thither ſtrode the king in his wrath. 
Diſtant from the hoſt he always lay, when battle 
burnt within his ſoul. On two ſpears hung his 
ſhield on high ; the gleaming ſign of death; that 
ſhield, which he was wont to ſtrike, by night, 
before he ruſhed to war. It was then his war- 
riors knew, when the king was to lead in ſtrife ; 
for never was this buckler heard, till the wrath 
of Fingal aroſe. Unequal were his ſteps on high, 
as he ſhone in the beam of the oak; he was 
dreadful as the form of the ſpirit of night, when 
he cloaths, on hills, his wild geſtures with miſt, 
and, iffuing forth, on the troubled ocean, mounts 
the car of winds. 

Nor ſettled, from the ſtorm, is Erin's ſea of 
war ! they glitter, beneath the moon, and, low- 
humming, ſtill roll on the field. Alone are the 

7 2 ſteps 


* The rock of Cormul is often mentioned in the preceding 
part of the poem. It was on it Fingal and Oſſian ſtood to view 
the battle. The cuftom of retiring from the army, on the 
night prior to their engaging in battle, was univerſal among 
the kings of the Caledonians. Trenmor, the moſt renowned 
of the anceſtors of Fingal, is mentioned as the firſt who inſti- 
tutcd this cuſtom. Succeeding bards attributed it to a hero 
of a later period. In an old poem, which begins with Mace 
Arcath na ceud fil, this cuſtom of retiring from the army, be- 
fore an engagement, is numbered, among the wiſe inſtitutions 
of Fergus, the ſon of Arc or Arcath, the firſt king of Scots. I 
ſhall here tranſlate the paſſage ; in ſome other note I may, 
probably, give all that remains of the poem. Fergus of the 
bundred flreams, ſon of Arcath who fought of old thou didft firſt 
retire at night; ⁊chen the foe rolled before thee, in echoing Felde. 
Nor bending in reſt is the lieg: he gathers battles in his ſoul, Fly, 
fon of the flranger ! with morn he ſoall ruſb abroad, When, or 
by whom, this poem was written, is uncertain, 
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ſteps of Cathmor, before them on the heath; he 
hangs forward, with all his arms, on Morven's 
flying hoſt. Now had he come to the moſſy cave, 
where Fillan lay in night. One tree was bent 
above the ſtream, which glittered over the rock. 
There ſhone to the moon the broken ſhield of 
Clatho's fon; and near it, on graſs, lay hairy. 
footed Bran “. He had miſſed the chief on Mora, 
and ſearched him along the wind. He thought 
that the blue-eyed hunter ſlept; he lay upon his 
ſhield. No blaſt came over the heath, unknown 
to bounding Bran. 

Cathmor ſaw the white-breaſted dog ; he ſaw 
the broken ſhield. . Darkneſs is blown back on 
his ſoul ; he remembers the falling away of the 
people. They come, a ſtream ; are rolled away; 
another race ſucceeds. © But ſome mark the 
fields, as they paſs, with their own mighty 
names. 'The heath, through dark-brown years, 
is theirs; ſome blue ſtream winds to their fame. 


Of theſe be the chief of Atha, when he lays him 


down 


* I rememher to have met with an old poem, wherein a 
ſtory of this ſort is very happily introduced. In one of the in- 
vaſions of the Danes, Ullin-clundu, a conſiderable chief, on the 
weſtern coaſt of Scotland, was killed in a rencounter with a 
flying party of the enemy, who had landed, at no great diſtance, 
from the place of his reſidence. "The few followers who attended 
him were alſo ſlain. Ihe young wife of Ullin-clundu, who had 
not heard of his fall, fearing the worſt, on account of his long 
delay, alarmed the reſt of his tribe, who went in ſearch of him 
along the ſhore. They did not find him; and the beautiful 
widow became diſconſolate. At length he was diſcovered, by 
means of his dog, who fat on a rock beſide the body, for ſome 
days. The ſtanza concerning the dog, whoſe name was Du- 
chos, or Blackfoot, is defcriptive. 

«' Dark-Cfact Duchos! feet of wind! cold is thy ſeat on rocks. 
He (the dog) ſees the roe; his cars are high; and half he 
bounds away. He 'oks around; but Clin flecps ; he droops 
er his head, Tic wirds come paſt; dark Duches thinks 
thu Thins voie is there. But itul he beholds aim Gent, laid 
| ir G ung heath. Dork-f.acd Duchos, his voice no 

ſend tuce over the heath!“ 
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down on earth. Often may the voice of future 
times meet Cathmor in the air: when he ſtrides 
from wind to wind, or folds himſelf in the wing 
of a ſtorm.” 

Green Erin gathered round the king, to hear 
the voice of his power. Their joyſul faces bend, 
unequal, forward, in the light of the oak. They 
who were terrible were removed: Lubar* winds 
again in their hoſt. Cathmor was that beam 
from heaven which ſhone when his people were 
dark. He was honoured in the midſt. Their 
fouls roſe with ardour around. The king alone 
no gladneſs ſhewed 3; no ſtranger he to war! 

„% Why is the king ſo ſad,“ ſaid Malthos eagle- 
eyed? « Remains there a foe at Lubar ? Lives 
there among them, who can lift the ſpear 5 Not 
ſo peaceful was thy father, Borbar-duthul 4, king 

F 


of 


In order to illuſtrate this paflage, it is proper to lay before 
the reader the ſcene of the two preceding battles. Between the 
hills of Mora and Lona lay the plain of Moi-lena, through 
which ran the river Lubar. The firſt battle, wherein Gaul, 
the ſon of Morni, commanded on the Caledonian fide, was 
fought on the banks of Lubar. As there was lutle advautage 
obtained on cither fide, the armies, after the battle, retained 
their former politions, 

In the ſecond batcle, wherein Fillan commanded, the Iriſh, 
aſter the fall of Foldath, were driven up the hill of Lona ; but, 
upon the coming of C athmor to their aid, they regained their 
tormer ſituation, and drove back the Caledonians, in their 
turn: ſo that Zubir wind:d again in their hoſt, 


+ Borbar-duthu!, the tather of Cathmor, was the brother of 


that Colc-ulla, who is ſaid, in the beginning of the tourth 
book, to have rebelled again Cormac King ot Ireland. Bor- 
bar-duthul ſeems to have retained all the prejudice of Bis fas 
mily againſt the ſuccetuvn of the pulterity of Conar, on the 
Irith throne. From tnis ſhort cpitode we learn ſome facts 
which tend to throw light on the hittory of the times. I: ap- 
pears, that, when Swaran invadcd Ircland, he was only op- 
poled by the Cael, who poſleſſed Uitter, and the north of 
that iſland, Calmar, the fon of Matha, whoſe gallant bela- 
Viour and death arc related in the third book of Fingal, ou 
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of ſpears. His rage was a fire that always burn- 
ed: his joy over fallen foes was great. Three 
days feaſted the grey-haired hero, when he heard 
that Calmar fell: Calmar who aided the race of 
Ullin, from Lara of the ſtreams. Often did he 
feel, with his hands, the ſteel which, they ſaid, 
had pierced his foe. He felt it with his hands, 
for Borbar-duthul's eyes had failed. Yet was 
the king a ſun to his — z a gale to lift their 
branches round. Joy was around him in his 
halls: he loved the ſons of Bolga. His name 
remains in Atha, like the awful memory of 
ghoſts, whoſe preſence was terrible, but they 
blew the ſtorm away. Now let the voices “ of 
Erin raiſe the ſoul of the king; he that ſhone 
when war was dark, and laid the mighty low. 
Fonar, from that grey-browed rock, pour the 
tale of other times: pour it on wide-tkirted 
Erin, as it ſettles round.” 

« To me,” ſaid Cathmor, “ no ſong ſhall 
riſe ; nor Fonar fit on the rock of Lubar. The 
mighty there are laid low. Diſturb not their 
ruſhing ghoſts. Far, Malthos, far remove the 
found of Erin's ſong. I rejoice not over the foe, 
when he ceaſes to lift the ſpear. With morn- 
ing we pour our ſtrength abroad. Fingal is 
wakened on his echoing hill.” 

Like 


the only chief of the race of the Fir-bolg, that joined the Cat), 
or Iriſh Caledonians, during the invaſion of Swaran. Ihe 
indecent joy, which Borbar-duthul expreſſed, upon the death 
of Calmar, is well ſuited with chat ſpirit of revenge, which 
ſubſiſted, univerſally, in every country where the feudal ys 
tem was eſtabliſhed.” It would appear that ſome perſon had 
carried to Borbar-duthul that weapon, with which, it was 
pretended, Calmar had been killed, | 

* The voices of Erin, a poctical expreſſion for the bards dt 
Irclard, 
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Like waves, blown back by ſudden winds, 
Erin retired, at the voice of the king. Deep- 
rolled into the field of night, they ſpread their 
humming tribes. Beneath his own tree, at in- 
tervals, each + bard ſat down with his harp. 
They raiſed the ſong, and touched the ſtring : 
-each to the chief he loved. Before a burning 
oak Sul-malla touched, at times, the harp. She 
touched the harp, and heard, between, the 
breezes in her hair. In darkneſs near, lay the 
king of Atha, beneath an aged tree. 'The beam 
of the oak was turned from him; he ſaw the 

F 4 maid, 


+ Not only the kings, but every petty chief had anciently 
their bards attending them in the field; and thoſe bards, in 
proportion to the power of their chiefs, who retained them, had 
a number of inferior bards in their train. Upon ſolemn occa- 
ſions, all the bards in the army would join in one chorus; 
either when they celebrated their victories, or lamented the 
death of a perſon, worthy and renowned, ſlain in the war. 
The words were of the compoſition of the arch-bard, retained 
by the king himſelf, who generally attaincd to that high office 
on account of his ſuperior genius for poetry. As the perſons 
of the bards were ſacred, and the emoluments of their office 
conſiderable, the order, in ſucceeding times, became very 
numerous and infolent. It would. appear, that, after the in- 
troduction of Chriſtianity, ſome ſerved in the double capacity 
of bards and clergymen, It was, from this circumſtance, that 
they had the name of Ch//re, which is, probably, derived from 
the Latin Clericus. The Chlire, be their name derived from 
what it will, became, at laſt, a public nuifance ; for, taking 
advantage of their ſacred character, they went about, in gre :t 
bodies, and lived, at difcretion, in the houſes of the chicts ;; 
till another party, of the ſame order, drove them away by 
mere dint of ſatire. Some of the indelicate diſputes of theſe 
worthy poetical combatants are handed down, by tradition. 
aud ſhew how much the bards, at laſt, abuſcd the privileges 
which the admiration of their countrymen had couferred on 
the order. It was this infolent bchaviour that induced the 
Chiefs to retrench their number, and to take away thoſe privis 
leges which they were no longer worthy to enjoy. Their indo» 


lence, and diſpoſition to lampoon, extinguiſhed all the poetical 
fervour, which diſtinguiſhed their predeceſſors, and makes us 


the Icfs regret the extinction of the order. 
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maid, but was not ſcen. His ſoul poured forth, 
in ſacret, when he beheld her fearful eye.“ But 
battle is before thee, ſon of Borbar-duthul.“ 

Amidit the harp, at intervals, ſhe liſtened 
whether the warrior ſlept. Her foul was up; 
ſhe longed, in ſecret, to pour her own ſad ſong. 
The field is ſilent. On their wings, the blaſts of 
night retire. The bards had ceaſed ; and me. 
teors came, red-winding with their ghoſts. The 
ſky drew dark: the forms of the dead were 
blended with the clouds. But heedleſs bends the 
daughter of Conmor, over the decaying flame, 
Thou wert alone in her ſoul, car-borne chief of 
Atha. She raiſed the voice of the ſong, and 
touched the harp between. 

« Clun-pgalo * came; ſhe miſſed the maid. 
Where art thou beam of light ? Hunters, from 
the moſſy rock, ſaw ye the blue-eyed fair? Are 
her ſteps on graſſy Lumon ; near the bed of 
roes? Ah me! I behold her bow in the hall. 
Where art thou, beam of light?“ 

« Ceate +, love of Conmor, ceaſe; I hear thee 
not on the ridgy heath. My eye is turned to 
the king, whoſe path is terrible in war. He for 
whom my ſoul is up, in the ſeaſon of my reſt. 
Deep-boſomed in war he ſtands, he beholds me 
not from his cloud. Why, ſun of Sul-malla, 
doſt thou not look forth? I dwell in darkneſs 
here; wide over me flies the ſhadowy miſt. Filled 
with dew are my locks : look thou from thy cloud, 
O ſun of Sul-malla's foul” = = = = 


* Clun-galo, the wife of Conmor, king of Inis-huna, and 
the mother of Sul-malla. She is here repreſented, as miſſing 
her daughter, after ſhe had fled with Cathmor, 

+ Sul-malla replies to the ſuppoſed queſtions of her mather. 
Towards the middle of this paragraph ſhe calls Cathmor he ſun 
of her ſoul, and continues the metaphor throughout. This book 
ends, we may ſuppoſe, about the middle of the third night, from 
the opening of the poem. 
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ARGUMENT to Book VII. 


Tn1s book begins about the middle of the third night from 
the opening of the poem. The poet defcribes a kind of 
miſt, which roſe, by night, from the lake of Lego, and 


was the uſual refidence of the ſouls of the dead, during the 


interval between their deceaſe and the funcral ſong. The 
appearance of the gheſt of Fillan above the cave where his 
body lay. His voice comes to Fingal, on the rock of Cor- 
mul. The king ſtrikes the ſhield of 'Trenmor, which was 
an infallible fign of his appearing in arms himſelf. The 
extraordinary effe& of the ſound of the ſhield, Sul-malla, 
ſtarting from fleep, awakes Cathmor, Their affecting diſ- 
courſe. She inſiſts with him to ſue for peace: he reſolves 
to continue the war, He directs her to retire to the neigh- 
bouring valley of Lona, which was the reſidence of an old 
Druid, until the battle of the next day ſhould he over. He 
awakes his army with the ſound of his ſhield. The ſhield 
deſcribed. Fonar, the bard, at the deſire of Cathmor, re— 
lates the firſt ſettlement of the Fir-bolg in Ireland, under 
their leader Larthon, Morning comes. Sul-malla retires 


to the valley of Lona, A Lyric ſong concludes the bock. 
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From the wood-ſkirted waters of Lego, aſ- 
cend, at times, grey-boſomed miſts; when the 


gates of the weſt are cloſed, on the ſun's eagle- 


eye. Wide, over Lara's ſtream, is poured the 
vapour dark. and deep : the moon, like a dim 
ſhield, is ſweeming thro? its folds. With tlus, 
clothe the ſpirits of old their ſudden geſtures on 
the wind, when they ſtride from blaſt to blaſt, 
along the duſky night. Often, blended with the 
gale to ſome warrior's grave *, they roll the 
miſt, a grey dwelling to his ghoſt until the ſongg 
ariſe. 

A ſound came from the deſart; it was Conarg 
king of Inis-fail. He poured his miſt on the 
grave of Fillan, at blue-winding Lubar. Dark 


and - 


As the miſt, which roſe from the lake of Lego, occaſion - 
ed diſeaſes and death, the bards feigued that it was the reſi- 
dence of the ghoſts of tho deceaſed, during the interval be- 
tween their death, andthe pronouncing of the funeral elegy 
over their tombs ; for it was not allowable, without that cere- 
mony was performed, for the ſpirits of the dead to mix with 
their anceſtors, in their airy halls. It was. the buſineſs of the 
ſpirit of the ncareſt relation to the deceaſed, to take the miſt 
of Lego, and pour it over the grave. We find here Conar, the 
fon of Trenmor, the firſt king of Ireland, performing this of- 


tice for Fillan, as it was in the cauſe of the family of Conar 


that that hero was killed. 
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and mournful ſat the ghoft, in his grey ridge of 
ſmoak. The blaſt, at times, rolled him toge- 
ther: but the form returned again. It returned 
with bending eyes, and dark winding of locks of 
miſt. 

It was T dark. The ſleeping hoſt were ſtill, 
in the ſkirts of night. The flame decayed, on 
the hill of Fingal; the king lay lonely on his 
ſhield. His eyes were half-cloſed in fleep; the 
voice of Fillan came. © Sleeps the huſband of 
Clatho! Dwells the father of the fallen in reſt ! 
Am J forgot in the folds of darkneſs ; lonely in 
the ſeaſon of night?“ 

« Why doſt thou mix,” ſaid the king, “with 
the dreams of thy father ? Can I forget thee, my 
ſon, or thy path of fire in the field ? Not ſuch 
come the deeds of the valliant on the ſoul of Fin- 
gal. They are not there a beam of lightening, 
which is ſeen, and is then no more. I remem- 
ber thee, O Fillan ! and my wrath begins to riſe.” 

The king took his deathful ſpear, and ſtruck 
the deeply-ſounding ſhield : his ſhield that hung 
high in night, the diſmal ſign of war! Ghoſts 
fled on every fide, and rolled their gathered forms 
on the wind, Thrice from the winding val? 
aroſe the voice of deaths. The harps þ of the 
bards, untouched, ſound mournful over the hill. 


He 


+ The following is the ſingular ſentiment of a frigid bard. 

More plealing to me is the night of Cona, dark-ftream- 
ing from Oſſian's harp ; more ple unt it is to me, than a 
white-bolomed dweller between my arms; than a fair-handed 
daughter of heroes, in the hour of reſt.” | 

1 hough tradition. is not very ſatisfactory concerning the 
- hiſtory of this poet, it has taken care to inform us, that ke was 
very old when he wrote the diſtich, a circumſtance which we 
might have ſuppoſed, without the aid of tradition. 


+ It was the opinion of ancient times, that, on the night. 


preceding the death of a perſon worthy and renowned, the 
harps 
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He ſtruck again the ſhield ; battles roſe in the 
dreams of his hoſt. The wide-tumbling ſtrife is 
gleaming over their ſouls. Blue-ſhielded kings 
deſcend to war. Backward-looking armies fly 
and mighty deeds are half-hid, in the bright 
gleams of ſteel. 

But when the third ſound aroſe, deer ſtarted 
from the clefts of their rocks. The ſcreams of 
fowl are heard, in the deſart, as each flew, 
frighted on his blaſt. 'The ſons of Selma half- 
roſe, and half- aſſumed their ſpears. But ſilence 
rolled back on the hoſt ; they knew the ſhield of 
the king. Sleep returned to their eyes; the 
field was dark and till. 


No fleep was thine in darkneſs, blue-eyed 
daughter of Conmor ! Sul-malla heard the dread- 


ful ſhield, and roſe amid the night. Her ſteps 
are towards the king of Atha. „ Can danger 
ſhake his daring ſoul !” In doubt, ſhe ſtands, 


with bending eyes. Heaven burns with all its. 


ſtars. 


Again the ſhield reſounds !' She ruſhed. She 


flopt. Her voice half-roſe. It failed. She ſaw 
him, amidſt his arms, that gleamed to heaven's 
fire. She ſaw him dim in his locks, that roſe to 
nightly wind. Away, for fear ſhe turned her 


ſteps. Why thould the king of Erin awake? 


Thou 


harps of thoſe bards, who were retained by his family, emit- 
ted melancholy ſounds. This was attributed to the light touch 
of ghoſts; who were ſuppoſed to have a fore- knowledge of 
events. The ſame opinion prevailed long in the north, and 
the particular ſound was called, the ewarning voice of the dead. 


The voice of death, mentioned in the preceding ſentence, was 


of different kind. Each perſon was ſuppoſed to have an at- 
tendant ſpirit, who aſſumed his form — voice, on the night 
preceding his death, and appeared to ſome, in the attitude in 
which the perſon was to die. The voices or DEATH wert 
the forcboding ſhrieks of thaſe ſpirits. 
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Thou art not a dream to his reſt, daughter of 
Inis-huna.” 


More dreadful rings the ſhield. Sul-malla 


ſtarts. Her helmit falls. Loud echoes Lubar'; 


rock, as over it rolls the ſteel. Burſting from 
the dreams of night, Cathmor half-roſe, beneath 
his tree. He ſaw the form of the maid, above 


him, on the rock. A red ſtar, with twinkling. 


beam, looked thro' her floating hair. 


« Who comes thro' night to Cathmor, in the 


ſeaſon of his dreams? Bring'ſt thou aught of 
war? Who art thou, ſon of night? Stand'ſt 
thou before me, a form of the times of old ? A 
voice from the fold of a cloud, to warn me of the 
danger of Erin?“ 

« Nor lonely ſcout am I, nor voice from fold- 
ed cloud,” ſhe ſaid; „ but I warn thee of the 
danger of Erin. Doſt thou hear that ſound ? 
It is not the fecble king of Atha, that rolls his 
ſigns on night.“ 

« Let the warrior roll his ſigns,” he replied ; 
«to Cathmor they are the ſounds of harps. My 
joy is great, voice of night, and burns over all 
my thoughts. This is the muſic of kings, on 
lonely hills, by night; when they light their 


daring ſouls, the ſons of mighty deeds ! The 


feeble dwell alone, in the valley of the breeze; 
where miſts lift their morning ſkirts, from the 
blue-winding ſtreams.” 

« Not feeble, king of men, were they, the 
fathers of my race. They dwelt in the folds of 
battle, in their diſtant lands. Yet delights not 
my ſoul, in the ſigns of death! He +, who 

never 


+ Fingal is ſaid to have never been overcome in battle. 
From this proceeded that title of honour which is always be- 
ſtowed on him in tradition, Fin gal na buai', FINGAL oF VIC» 

| TORIF?, 
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never yields, comes forth : O ſend the bard of 
peace !” 

Like a dropping rock, in the deſart, ſtood 
Cathmor m his tears. Her voice came, a breeze, 
on his ſoul, and awaked the memory of her land; 
where ſhe dwelt by her peaceful ſtreams, before 
he came to the war of Conmor. 

«© Daughter of ftrangers,” he ſaid (ſhe trem- 
bling turned away), “ long have I marked thee 
in thy ſteel, young pine of Inis-huna. But my 
ſoul, I faid, is folded in a ſtorm. Why thould 
that beam ariſe, till my ſteps return in peace ? 
Have I been pale in thy preſence, as thou bidſt 
me to fear the king ? 'The time of danger, O 
maid, is the ſeaſon of my ſoul ; for then it ſwells 
a mighty ſtream, and rolls me on the foe.” 

« Beneath the moſs- covered rock of Lona, 
near his own loud ſtream; grey in his locks of 
age, dwells Clonmal + king of harps. Above 
him 1s his echoing tree, and the dan bounding 
of roes. The noiſe of our ſtrife reaches his ear; 
as he bends in the thoughts of years. There let 
thy reſt be, Sul-malla, until our battle ceaſe. 
Until I return, in my arms, from the ſkirts of 
the evening miſt, that riſes, on Lona, round the 
dwelling of my love.” 


A light 


rogirs. In a poem juſt now in my hands, which celebrates 
ſome of the great actions of Arthur the famous Britiſh hero, 
that appellation is often beſtowed on him. The poem, from 
the phraſeology, appears to be ancient ; and is, perhaps, tho? 
that is not mentioned, a tranſlation from the Welſh language, 

+ Claon-mal, crooked-eye-brow. From the retired life of this 
perſon, is inſinuated, that he was of the order of the Druids; 
which ſuppoſition is not, at all, invallidated by the appella- 
tion of ling of harps, here beſtowed on him; for all agree that 
the bards were of the number of the Druids originally. 
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A light fell on the ſoul of the maid; it roſe 
kindled before the king. She turned her face to 


Cathmor, from amidſt her waving locks. *Sooner 


ſhall the eagle of heaven be torn, from the ſtream 
of his roaring wind, when he ſees the dun prey, 
before him, the young ſons. of the bounding roe, 
than thou, O Cathmor, be turned from the 
ſtrife of renown. Soon may I ſee thee, warrior, 
from the ſkirts of the evening miſt, when it is 
rolled around me, on Lona of the ſtreams, 
While yet thou art diſtant far, ſtrike, Cathmor, 
ſtrike the ſhield that joy may return to my 
darkened ſoul, as I lean on the moſly rock. But 
if thou ſhouldſt fall, Iam in the land of ſtran- 
gers; O ſend thy voice, from thy cloud, to the 
maid of Inis-huna !” 

« Young branch of green-headed Lumon, 
why doſt * ſhake in the ſtorm ?. Often has 
Cathmor returned, from darkly-rolling wars. 
The darts of death are but hail to me; they 
have often rattled along my ſhield. I have riſen 


brightened from battle, like a meteor from a 


ſtormy cloud. Return not, fair beam, from thy 
vale, when the roar of battle grows. 'Then might 
the foe eſcape, as from my fathers of old. 

&« They told to Son-mor +, of Clunar t, who 
was {lain by Cormac in fight. Three days dark- 


ened Son-mor over his brother's fall. His 


ſpouſe beheld the ſilent king, and foreſaw his 
ſteps to war. She prepared the bow, in ſecret, 
to attend her blue-ſhielded hero. 'To her dwelt 

darkneſs, 


+ Son- mor, tall handſome man. He was the father of Bor- 
— chief of Atha, und grandfather to Cathmor him- 
lelk. 

t Cluan-er, man of the field. This chief was killed in bat- 
tle by Cormac Mac-Conar, king of Ireland, the father of Ros- 
crana, the firſt wife of Fingal, The ſtory is alluded to in 
ſome ancient poems. | 
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darkneſs, at Atha, when. he was not there, 
From their hundred ſtreams, by night, poured 
down the ſons Alnecma. 'They had heard the 
ſhield of the King, and their rage aroſe. In 
| clanging arms, they moved along, towards Ullin 
of the groves. Son-mor {truck his ſhield, at 
times, the leader of the war. 

« Far behind followed Sul-allin “, over the 
ſtreamy hills. She was a light on the mountain, 
when they croſſed the vale below. Her ſteps 
were ſtately on the vale, when they roſe on the 
moſſy hill. dhe feared to approach the king, 
who left her in echoing Atha. But when the 
roar of battle roſe; when hot was rolled on 
hoſt z when Son-mor burnt, like the fire of hea- 
ven in clouds, with her ſpreading hair came 
Sul-allin 3 for ſhe trembled for her king. He 
ſtopt the ruſhing ſtrife to ſave the love of heroes. 
The foe fled by night; Clunar ſlept without his 
blood; the blood which ought to be poured 
upon the warrior's tomb, | 

«© Nor roſe the rage of Son-mor, but his days 
were ſilent and dark. Sul-allin wandered, by 
her grey ſtreams, with her tearful eyes. Often 
did the look, on the hero, when he was folded 
in his thoughts. But ſhe ſhrunk from his eyes, 
and turned her lone ſteps away. Battles roſe, 
like a tempeſt, and drove the miſt from his 
foul. He beheld, with joy, her ſteps in the 
hall, and the white riſing of her hands on the 
harp.” 

77. his arm ſtrode the chief of Atha, to where 
his ſhield hung, high, in night: high on a moſſy 
bough, 


* Sul, alluiu, beautiful eye ; the wife of S6n-mor. ; 

+ To avoid multiplying notes, I ſhall give here the ſigniſi- 

cation of the names of the ſtars, engraved on the ſhield. _ 
mathon, 
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bough, over Lubar's ſtreamy roar. Seven boſſes 
roſe on the ſhield ; the ſeven voices of the king, 
which his warriors received, from the wind, and 
marked over all their tribes. 

On each boſs is placed a ſtar of night; Can. 
mathon with beams unſhorn ; Col-derna riſin 
from a cloud: Uloicho robed in miſt; and the 
foft beam of Cathlin glittering on a rock, 
Smiling, on its own blue wave; Reldurath 
half-ſinks its weſtern light. The red eye of Ber. 
thin looks, thro' a grove, on the hunter, as he 
returns, by night, with the ſpoils of the bound- 
ing roe. Wide, in the miſt, aroſe the cloud- 
leſs beams of 'Ton-thena, that ſtar which looked, 
by night, on the courſe of the ſea-toſſed Lar- 
thon ; Larthon the firit of Bolga's race, who 
travelled on the winds *. White-boſomed ſpread 
the ſails of the king, towards ſtreamy Inis-fail ; 
dun night was rolled before him, with its ſkirts 
of miſt. Unconſtant blew the winds, and rolled 
him from wave to wave. Ihen roſe the fiery- 
haired 'Ton-thena, and ſmiled from her parted 
cloud. Larthon + bleſſed the well-known beam, 
as it faint gleamed on the deep. 


Beneath 


mathon, head of the bear. Col-derna, /ant and ai beam, 
Ul-oicho, ruler of night. Cathlin, Beam of the wave. Reul- 
durath, for of the twilight, Berthin, fire of the bill. Ton- 
thena, meteor of the waves, Theſe etymologies, excepting 
that of Ceanmathon, are pretty exact. Of it I am not 1o 
certain; for it is not very probable, that the Firboly had 


diſtinguiſhed a conſtellation, ſo very early as the days of Lare 


thon, by the name of the bear. 

* To travel on the winds, a poetical expreſſion ſor ſailing. 

ft Larthon is compounded of Lear, ſea, and then, wave. 
This name was given to the chicf of the firſt colony of the 
Firbolg, who ſettled in Ireland, on account of his knowledge 
in navigation. A part of an old poem is ſtill extant, concern- 
ing this hero. It abounds with thoſe romantic fablcs of ome 

an 
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Beneath the ſpear of Cathmor, roſe that voice 


| which awakes the bards. They came, dark- 


winding, from every fide; each with the ſound 


| of his harp. Before them rejoiced the king, as 
| the traveller, in the day of the ſun z when he 


hears, far rolling around, the murmur of moſſy 
ſtreams; ſtreams that burſt in the deſart, from 
the rock of roes. 

« Why,” ſaid Fonar, “ hear we the voice of 
the king, in the ſeaſon of his reſt ? Where the 
lim forms of thy fathers bending in thy dreams ? 
Perhaps they ſtand on that cloud, and wait for 
Fonar's ſong; often they come to the ſields 
where their ſons are to lift the ſpear. Or ſhall 
our voice ariſe for him who lifts the ſpear no 
more; he that conſumed the field, from Moma 
of the groves ? | 

&« Not forgot is that cloud in war, bard 
of other times. High ſhall his tomb riſe, on 
Moi-lena, the dwelling of renown. But, now 

roll 


and magicians, which diſtinguiſhed the compoiitions of the 
leſs ancient bards. Thy deſcriptions contained in it are in- 
genious, and proportionable to the magnitude of the perſons 
wtroduced ; but, being unnatural, they are inſipid and tedi- 
ous.” Had the bard kept within the bounds of probability, his 
genius was far from being contemptible. The exordium of 
his poem is not deſtitute ot merit; but it is the only part of it 
that I think worthy of being preſented to the reader. 

Who firſt ſcent the black ſhip, thro? occan, like a whale 
thro' the burſting of foam? Look from thy darkneſs, on 
Cronath. Oſfian of the harps of old! Send thy light on the 
bluc-rolling waters, that I may behold the king. 1 ſee him 
dark in his own ſhell of oak! ſca-toſſed Larthon, thy foul is 


ſtrong. It is carelefs as the wind of thy failsz as the wave 


that rolls by thy fide. But the ſilent green iſle is before thee, 
with its ſons, who are tall as woody Lumon; Lumon which 
lends from its top a thouſand itreams, White-wandering 
down its ſides.” 

It may, perhaps, be for the credit of this bard, ro tranſlate 
no more of this poem, for the continuation of his deſcription 
«of the lriſh giants betrays his want of judgment. 
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roll back my ſoul to the times of my father 
to the years when firſt they roſe, on Inis-hunz; 
waves. Nor alone pleaſant to Cathmor is the 
remembrance of wood-covercd Lumon. Lumon 
of the ſtreams, the dwelling of white-boſomed 
maids. 

«© Lumon + of the ſtreams, thou riſeſt on Fo. 
nar's foul! Thy ſun is on thy ſide, on the rocks 
of thy bending trees. The dun roe is ſeen from 
thy furze; the deer lifts his branchy head ; for 
he ſees, at times, the hound, on the half-cover. 
ed heath. Slow, on the vale, are the ſteps of 
maids z the white-armed daughters of the bow: 
they lift their blue eyes to the hill, from amidit 
their wandering locks. Not there is the ſtride 
of Larthon, chief of Inis-huna, He mounts the 
wave on his own dark oak, in Cluba's ridgy bay, 
That oak which he cut from Lumon, to bound 
along the ſea. The maids turn their eyes away, 
leii the king ſhould be lowly-laid ; for never had 
they ſcen a ſhip, dark rider of the wave | 

«© Now he dares to call the winds, and to mix 
with the miſt of ocean. Blue Inis-fail roſe, in 
ſmoak; but dark-ſkirted nigh: came down. Lhe 
ſons of Bolga feered. Ine ficry-haired 'Lon- 
thena roſe. Culbin's bay received the ſhip, in 
the boſom of its echoing woods. There, iſſued 
a ſtream, from Duthuma's kor:id cave; where 
ſpirits gleamed, at times, with tucir half-finithed 
forms. 
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« Dreams 


T Lumon was a hill, in Inis-huna, near the reſidence of 
Sul-malla. This epiſode has an immediate connection with 
22 is faid of Larthun, in the deicription of Cathmor': 

ld. | 
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« Dreams deſcended on Larthon : he ſaw ſeven 
ſpirits of his fathers. He heard their half-form- 
| ed words, and dimly beheld the times to come. 
He beheld the kings of Atha, the ſons of future 
days. They led their hoſts, along the field, 
| like ridges of miſt, which winds pour, in autumn, 
over Atha of the groves. 

« Larthon raiſed the hall of Samla *, to the 
muſic of the harp. He went forth to the roes of 
| Erin, to their wonted ſtreams. Nor did he for- 
get green-headed Lumon; he often bounded 
over his ſeas, to where white-handed Flathal + 
looked from the hill of roes. Lumon of the 
foamy ſtreams, thou riſeſt on Fonar's ſoul !” 

Morning pours from the eaſt. The miſty heads 
of the mountains riſe. Valleys ſhow, on every ſide, 
the grey-winding of their ſtreams. His hoſt 
heard the ſhield of Cathmor : at once they roſe 
around; like a crowded ſea, when firſt it feels 
the wings of the wind. The waves know not 
whither to roll; they lift their troubled heads. 

Sad and flow retired Sul-malla to Lona of the 
fireams. She went and often turned; her blue 
eyes rolled in tears. But when the came to the 
rock, that darkly covered Lona's vale, ſhe look- 
ed from her burſting ſoul, on the king; and 
ſunk, at once, behind. 

Son of Alpin, ſtrike the ſtring. Is their 
aught of joy in the harp? Pour it then on the 
{oul of Oſhan : It is folded in miſt. I hear thee, 
O bard! in my night. But ceaſe the lightly- 
trembling found. The joy of grief belongs to 
Oitan, amidſt his dark-brown years. 


Green 


* Samla, afpariticns, fo c!led from the viſion of Larthon, 
concerning h.s po'terity. | N 

+ Flathal, beavenly, exqui/tely beautiful. She was the wife 
of Larthon. 


116 T E M O R A: Boon VII. 


Green thorn of the hill of ghoſts, that ſhakes 
thy head to nightly winds! I hear no ſound in 
thee ; is there no ſpirit's windy ſkirt now ruf.. 
ling in thy leaves? Often are the ſteps of the 
dead, in the dark-eddying blaſts ; when the moon, 
a dun ſhield, from the eaſt, is rolled along the 
ſky. 
Ullin, Carril, and Ryno, voices of the day; 
of old ! Let me hear you, while yet it is dark, 
to pleaſe and awake my ſoul. I hear you nc, 
ye ſons of ſong; in what hall of the- clouds i; 
your reſt? Do you touch the ſhadowy har, 
robed, with morning miſt, where the ruſtling ſun 
comes forth from his green-headed waves? 
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ARGUMENT to Boox VIII. 


The fourth morning, from the opening of the poem, comes 
on. Fingal, ſtill continuing in the place, to which he had 
retired on the preceding night, is ſeen, at intervals, thro' the 
-miſt, which covered the rock of Cormul. The deſcent of 
the king is deſcribed. He orders Gaul, Dermid, and Car- 
ri] the bard, to go to the valley of Cluna, and conduct, 
from thence, to the Caledonian army, Ferad-artho, the 
fon of Cairbre, the only perſon remaining of the family of 
Conor, the firſt king of Ireland. The king takes the com- 
mand of the army and prepares for battle. Marching to- 
wards the enemy, he comes to the cave of Lubar, where 
the body of Fillan lay. Upon ſeeing his dog Bran, who lay 
at the entrance of the cave, his grief returns. Cathmor 
arranges the Iriſh army in order of battle. 'The appearance 
of that hero, The general conflict is deſcribed. The ac- 
tions of Fingal and Cathmor. A ſtorm. The total rout 
of the Firbolg. The two kings engage, in a column of miſt, 
on the banks of Lubar. Their attitude and conference af- 
ter the combat. The death of Cathmor. Fingal reſigns 
the ſpear Trenmor to Oſſian. The ceremonies obſerved 
on that occaſion. The ſpirit of Cathmor, in the mean 
time, appears to Sul-malla, in the valley of Lona. Her 
ſorrow. Evening comes on. A feaſt is prepared. Ihe 
coming of Ferad-artho is announced by rhe ſongs of an 


hundred bards. 'Fhe poem cloſes with a ſpeech of Fingal, 


AN 
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As when the wintry winds have ſeized the 
waves of the mountain-lake, have ſeized them, 
in {tormy night, and cloathed them over with 
ice; white, to the hunter's early eye, the bil- 
lows (till ſeem to roll. He turns his ear to the 
ſound of each unequal ridge. But each is filent, 
gleaming, ſtrewn with boughs and tuſts of graſs, 
which ſhake and whiſtle to the wind, over their 
grey ſeats of froſt. So filent thone to the morn- 
ing the ridges of Morven's hoſt, as each warrior 
looked up trom his helmet towards the hill of the 
king; the cloud-covered hill of Fingal, where 
he ſtrode, in the folds of miſt. At times is the 
hero ſeen, greatly dim in all his arms. From 
thought to thought rolled the war, along his 
mighty ſoul. 

Now is the coming forth of the king. Firſt 
appeared the ſword of Luno; the ſpear half 
iſſuing from a cloud, the ſhield {till dim in miſt. 
But when the ſtride of the king came abroad, 
with all his grey dewy locks in the wind; then 
role the ſhouts of his hoſt over every moving tribe. 

Vol. II. CG They 
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They gathered, gleaming, round, with all their 
echoing ſhields. So rife the green ſeas round z 
ſpirit, that comes down from the ſqually wind. 
The traveller hears the ſound afar, and lifts his 
head over the rock. He looks on the troubled 
bay, and thinks he dimly fees the form. The 
waves ſport, unwieldy, round, with all their 
backs of foam. 

Far-diſtant ſtood the ſon of Morni, Duthno's 
race, and Cona's bard. We ſtood far-diſtant: 
each beneath his tree. We ſhunned the eyes of 
the king; we had not conquered in the field, 
A little ſtream rolled at my feet: 1 touched its 
light wave, with my ſpear. I touched it with m 
ſpear ; nor there was the ſoul of Oſſian. It dark. 
ly roſe, from thought to thought, and ſent abroad 
the ſigh. 

« Son of Morni,” ſaid the king, “ Dermid, 
hunter of roes! why are ye dark, like two rocks, 
each with its trickling waters ? No wrath gathers 
on Fingal's ſoul, againſt the chiefs of men. Ye 
are my itrength in battle; the kindling of my joy 
in peace. My early voice has been a pleaſant gal: 
to your cars, when Fillan prepared the bow. Ihe 
fon of Fingal 1s not here, nor yet the chace of the 
bounding roes. But why ſhould the breakers of 
ſhields ſtand, darkened, far away?“ 

Tall they ſtrode towards the king; they ſaw 
kim turned to Mora's wind. His tears came 
down, for his buue-eyed ſon, who ſlept in the 
cave oi {treams. But he brightened before them, 
and {poke to the broad-thieiding kings. 

« Crommal, with woody rocks, and miſty top, 
the fic!4 of winds, pours forth, to the ſight, blue 
Lubar's {treamy roar. Behind it rolls ciear-wind- 
ing Lavath, in the fii!l vale of deer. A cave is 
dark in a rock ; above it ſtrong-winged eagics 
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dwell; broad-headed oaks, before it, ſound in 
Cluna's wind. Within, in his locks of youth, is 
Ferad-artho * blue-eyed king, the ſon of broad- 
ſhielded Cairbar, from Ullin of the roes. He 
liſtens to the voice of Condan, as, grey, he 
bends in feeble light. He liſtens, for his foes 
dwell in the echoing halls of Temora. He 
comes, at times, abroad, in the ſkirts of miſt, to 
pierce the bounding roes. When the ſun looks 
on the field, nor by the rock, nor ſtream, is he! 
He ſhuns the race of Bolga, who dwell in his fa- 
ther's hall. Tell him, that Fingal lifts the ſpear 
and that his foes perhaps may fail.” 
2 


« Lift 


* Ferad-artho was the ſon of Cairbar Mac-Cormac king of 
Ireland. He was the only one remaining of the race of Conar, 
the fon of Trenmor, the firſt Iriſh monarch, according to 
Oſſian. In order to make this paſſage thoroughly underſtood, 
it may not be improper to recapitulate ſome part of what has 
been faid in preceding notes. Upon the death of Conar the 
ſon of 'Trenmor, his fon Cormac ſuccceded on the Iriſh throne. 
Cormac reigned long. His childreh were Cairbar, who ſuc- 
cceded him, and Ros-crana, the firit wife of Fingal. Cairbar, 
long before the death of his father Cormac, had taken to wife 
Bos-gala, the daughter of Colgar, one of the moſt powerful 
chiefs in Connaught, and had, by her, Artho, afterwards 
king of Ireland. Soon after Artho arrived at man's eſtate, 
his mother Bos-gala died, and Cairbar married Bel-tanno, 
the daughter of Conachar of Ullin, who brought him a ſon, 
whom he called Ferad-artho, i. e. a man in the place of Artho. 
Ihe occaſion of the name was this: Artho, when his brother 
was born, was abſent on an expedition, in the ſouth of Ire- 
land, A falſe report was brought to his father that he was 
killed. Cairbar, to uſe the words of a poem on the ſubject, 


dirkencd for bis fair=haired ſon. He turned to the young beam of 


licht, the fon of Baltauno of Conachar. Thou ſhalt be Farad- Artho 
be ſuid a fire before thy race. Cairbar, ſoon aiter died, nor did 
Artho long ſurvive him. Artho was ſucceeded in the Iriſh 
throne, by his ſon Cormac, who, in his minority, was mur- 
dered by Cairbar, the fon of Borbar-duthul. Ferad-Artho, 
as tradition, was very young, when the expedition of Fingal 
to ſettle him on the throne of Ireland, happened. . the 
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« Lift up, O Gaul, the ſhield before him. 
Stretch, Dermid, Temora's ſpear. Be thy voice 
in his car, O Carril, with the deeds of his fa. 
thers. Lead him to green Moi-lena, to the duſk 
field of ghoſts z for there, I fall forward, in bat. 
tle, in the folds of war. Before dun night de. 
ſcends, come to high Dunmora's top. Look, 
from the grey ſkirts of miſt, on Lena of the 
ſtreams. If there my ſtandard ſhall float on 
wind, over Lubar's gleaming ſtream, then has 
not Fingal failed in the laſt of his fields.” 

Such were his words; nor aught replied the 
filent, ſtriding kings. They looked ſide-long, on 
Erin's hoſt, and darkened, as they went. Never 
before had they left the king, in the midſt of 
the ſtormy field. Behind them, touching at 
times his harp, the grey-haired Carril moved, 
He fore ſaw the fall of the people, and mournful 
was the found ! It was like a breeze that comes, 
by fits, over Lego's reedy lake; when ſleep half. 
deſcends on the hunter, within his moſſy cave. 

« Why 


ſhort reign of young Cormac, Ferad-artho lived at the royal 
reſidence of Temora. Upon the murder of the king, Condan, 
the bard, conveyed Ferad-artho, privately, to the cave of 
Cluna, behind the mountain Crommal, in Ulſter, where they 
both lived concealed, during the uſurpation of the family of 
Atha. A late bard has delivered the whole hiſtory, in a poem 
juſt now in my poſſeſſion. It has little merit, if we except 
the ſcene between Ferad-artho, and the meſſengers of Fingal, 
upon their arrival, in the valley of Cluna. After hearing of 
the great actions of Fingal, the young prince propoſes the fol- 
lowing queſtions concerning him, to Gaul and Dermid : “ Is 
the king tall as the rock of my cave? Is his ſpear a fir of 
Cluna? ls he a rough-winged blaſt, on the mountain, which 
takes the green oak by the head, and tears it from its hill! 
Glitters Lubar within his ſtride, when he ſends his ſtately ſteps 
along. Nor is he tall, ſaid Gaul, as that rock: nor glitter 
ſtreams within his ſtr1d-s, but his ſoul is a mighty flood, like 
the ſtrength of Ullin's cas.“ 
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« Why bends the bard of Cona,” ſaid Fingal, 


« gyer his ſecret ſtream? Is this a time for ſorrow, 
father of low-laid Oſcar ? Be the warriors * re- 
membered in peace; when echoing ſhields are 
heard no more. Bend, then, in grief, over the 
flood, where blows the mountain breeze. Let 
them paſs on thy ſoul, the blue-eyed dwellers of 
the tomb. But Erin rolls to war; wide-tumbling, 
rough, and dark. Lift, Ofſfian, lift the ſhield. 
I am alone, my ſon !” 

As comes the ſudden voice of winds to the be- 
calmed ſhip of Inis-huna, and drives it large, 
along the deep, dark-rider of the wave; ſo the 
voice of Fingal ſent Oſſian, tall, along the heath. 
He lifted high his ſhining ſhield, in the duſky 
wing of war: like the broad, blank moon in the 
ſkirt of a cloud, before the ſtorms ariſe. 


G 3 Loud 


Malvina is ſuppoſed to ſpeak the following ſoliloquy : 

«* Malvina is like the bow of the ſhower, in the ſecret valley 
of ſtreams; it is bright, but the drops of heaven are rolling on 
its blended light. They ſay, that I am fair within my locks, 
but, on my brightnels, is the wandering of tcars. Darkneſs 
flies over my ſoul, as the duſky wave of the breeze, along the 
graſs of Lutha. Yet have not the rocs failed me, when I mov- 
ed between the hills. Pleaſant, beneath my white hand, aroſe 
the ſound of harps. What then, daughter of Lutha, travels 
over thy ſoul, like the dreary path of a ghoſt, along the nightly 
beam? Should the young warrior fall, in the roar of his trou- 
bled ficlds! Young virgins of Lutha ariſe, call back the wander- 


ing thoughts of Malvina. Awake the voice of the harp, along 


my echoing vale. Then ſhall my ſoul come forth like a light 


from the gates of the morn, when clouds are rolled around them, 


with their br oken ſides. 

„ Dweller of my thoughts, by night, whoſe form aſcends in 
troubled fields, why doſt thou ſtir up my ſoul, thou far-diſtant 
ſon of the king ? Is that the ſhip.of my love, its dark courſe 
through the ridges of ocean? How art thou ſo ſudden, Oſcar 
from the heath of ſhields ?” 

The reſt of this poem conſiſts of a dialogue between Ullin 


and Malvina, wherein the diſtreſs of the latter is carried to the 
higheſt pitch. 
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Loud from moſs- covered Mora, poured down, 
at once, the broad-winged war. Fingal led his 
people forth, king of Morven of ſtreams. On 
high ſpreads the eagle's wing. His grey hair is 
poured on his ſhoulders broad. In thunder are 
his mighty ſtrides. He often ſtood, and ſaw be. 
hind, the wide-gleaming rolling of armour. A 
rock he ſeemed, grey over with ice, whoſe woods 
are high in wind. Bright {creams leap from its 
head, and ſpread their foam on blaſts. | 

Now he came to Lubar's cave, where Fillan 
darkly flept. Bran {till lay on the broken ſhield; 
the eagle- wing is ſtrewed by the winds. Bright, 
from withered furze, looked forth the heroe's 
ſpear. Then grief ſtirred the ſoul of the king, 
like whirlwinds blackening on a lake. He turn. 
ed his ſudden ſtep, and leaned on his bending 
ſpear. 

: White breaſted Bran came bounding with joy 
to the known path of Fingal. He came and look- 
ed towards the cave, where the blue-eyed hunter 
lay, for he was wont to ftride, with morning, to 
the dewy bed of the roe. It was then the tears 
of the king came down, and all his foul was dark. 
But as the riſing wind rolls away the ſtorm of 
rain, and leaves the white. ſtreams to the ſun, 
and high hills with their heads of graſs : ſo the 
returning war brightened the mind of Fingal. He 
bounded *, on his ſpear, over Lubar, and {truck 
his echoing ſhield. His ridgy hoſt bend forward, 
at once, with all their pointed ſteel. 


Nor 


* The Iriſh compoſitions concerning Final invariably ſpeak 
of him as a giant. Of theſe Hibernian poems there are now 
many in my hands. From the language, and illuſions to the 
times in which they were writ, I ſhould fix the date of their 
compoſition in the fifteenth and ſixteenth centuries. In ſome 


paſſages 
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Nor Erin heard, with fear, the ſound : wide 
they came rolling along. Dark Malthos, in the 
wing of war, looks forward from ſhaggy brows. 
Next roſe that beam of light Hidalla; then the 
ſide-long-looking gloom of Maronnan. Blue- 
ſhielded Clonar litts the ſpear; Cormar ſhakes. 
his buſhy locks on the wind. Slowly, from be- 
hind a rock, roſe the bright form of Atha. Firſt 
appeared his two pointed ſpears, then the half of 
his burniſhed ſhield : like the riſing of a nightly 
meteor, over the vale of ghoſts. But when he 
ſhone all abroad: the hoſts plunged, at once, in- 
to ſtrife. The gleaming waves of ſteel are pour- 
ed on either fide. 

As meet two troubled ſeas, with the rolling of 
all their waves, when they feel the wings of con- 
tending winds, in the rock-fided firth of Lumon ; 

| G 4 along 


paſſages, the poetry is far from wanting merit, but the fable 
is unnatural, and the whole conduct of the pieces injudicious. 
I ſhall give one inſtance of the extravagant fictions of the Iriſh 
bards, in a poem which they, moſt unjuſtly, aſeribe to Oſſian. 
The ſtory of It is this: Ireland being threatened with an inva- 
ſion from ſome part of Scandinavia, Fingal ſent Oſſian, Oſcar, 
and Ca-olt, to watch the bay, in which, it was expected, the 
enemy was to land. Ofcar, unluckily, fell aſleep before the 
Scandinavians appeared; and, great as he was, ſays the Iriſh 
bard, he had one bad property, that no leſs could waken him, 
before his time, than cutting off one of his fingers, or throwing 
a great ſtone againſt his head; and it was dangerous to come 


near him on thoſe occaſions, till he had recovered himicif, and 


was fully awake. Ca-olt, who was employed by Oſſian to 
waken his ſon, made choice of throwing the ſtone againſt his 
head, as the leaſt dangerous expedient. The ſtone rebounding 
from the hero's head, ſhook, as it rolled along, the hill for three 
miles round. Oſcar roſe in rage, fought bravely, and, ſingly, 
vanquiſhed a wing of the enemy's army. Thus the bard goes 


on, till Fingal put an end to the war, by the total rout of the 


Scandinavians. Puerile, and even deſpicable as theſe fictions 
are, yet Keating and O'Flaherty have no better authority than 
the poems which contain them, for all that they write concera- 


ing Fion Mac-comnal, and the pretended militia of Ireland. 
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along the —_— hills is the dim courſe of 
ghoſts : from the blaſt fall the torn groves on the 
deep, amidſt the foamy path of whales. So mix. 
ed the hoſts! Now Fingal ; now Cathmor came 
abroad. 'The dark tumbling of death is before 
them: the gleam of broken ſteel is rolled on 
their ſteps, as, loud, the high-bounding kings 
hewed down the ridge of ſhields, 
Maronnan fell, by Fingal, laid large acroſs 
a ſtream. 'The waters gathered by his fide, and 
leapt grey over his boſly ſhield. Clonar is pierced 
by Cathmor: nor yet lay the chief on earth. An 
oak ſeized his hair in his fall. His helmet rolled 
on the ground. By its thong hung his broad 
ſhield 3. over it wandered his ſtreaming blood. 
Tla-min * ſhall weep, in the hall, and ſtrike her 
heaving breaſt. 
Nor 


* Tla-min, mildy ſoft. The loves of Clonar and Tlamin 
were rendered famous in the north, by a fragment of a lyric 
poem. It is a dialogue between Clonar and Tlamin. She be- 
gins with a ſoliloquy, which he overhears. 

TLAuIX.—“ Clonar, ſon of Clongas of I-mor, young hun- 
ter of dun- ſided rocs! where art thou laid, amidſt ruſhes, be- 


neath the paliing wing of the breeze? I behold thee my love, 


in the plain of thy own dark ſtreams! The clung thorn is rol- 
led by the wind, and ruſtſes along his ſhield. Bright in his 
locks he lies : the thoughts of his dreams fly, darkening, over 
his face. Thou thinkeſt of the battles of Oflian, young ſon of 
the echoing iſle ! 

« Half hid, in the grove, I fit down. Fly back, ye miſts of 
the hill, Why ſhould ye hide her love from the blue eyes of 
Tlamin of harps ?'? 

CLonar.—* As the ſpirit, ſeen in a dream, flies off from 
our opening eyes, we think, we behold his bright path between 
the cloſing hills; ſo fled the daughter of Clun-gal, from the 
ſight of Clonar of ſhields. Arife from the gathering of trees ; 
blue-eyed Tlamin ariſe.” _ 

TLAMIN.— I turn me away from his ſteps. Why ſhould 
he know of my love! My white breaſt is heaving over ſighs, 
as foam on the dark courſe of ſtreams. But he paſſes away, 
in his arms! Son of Conglas, my ſoul is ſad. 

Croxax. 
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Nor did Oſſian forget the ſpear, in the wing 
of his war. He ſtrewed the field with dead. 9 
Young Hidallah came. „ Soft voice of ſtreamy {il 
Clonra | Why doſt thou lift the ſteel? O that il 
we met in the ſtrife of ſong, in thy own ruſhy [4g 
vale !“ Malthos beheld him low, and darkened J 
as he ruſhed along. On either ſide of a ſtream, 
we bend in the echoing ſtrife. Heaven comes 
rolling down : around burſt the voices of ſqually 
winds. Hills are clothed, at times, in fire. 
Thunder rolls in wreaths of might. In darkneſs. 
ſhrunk the foe : Morven's warriors ſtood aghait. 
Still I bent over the ſtream, amidſt my whiltling 
locks. 

Then roſe the voice of Fingal, and the ſound 
of the flying foe. I ſaw the king, at times, in 
lighteninz, darkly riding in his might. I ſtruck 
my echoing ſhieid, and kung forward on the 
ſteps of Alncema: the foe is rolled before me, 
like a wreath of imoak. 

The ſun looked forth from his cloud. The 
hundred ftreams of Mot-lena ſhone. Slow roſe 
the blue columns of miſt, againſt the glittering J 
hill. Where are the mighty kings“? Nor by 1 
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CLONAR.—* It was the Thicld of Fingal! the voice of kings 
from Selma of harp-! My path is +» wards green Ecin. Arile, 
fair light, from thy ſhades. Come to the field of my ſoul, 
there is the ſpreadiag of hoſts, Ariſe, on Clonar's troubled: 
ſoul, young daughter of the blue-ſhielded Clungal.“ 

Clungal was the chief of !-mor, one of the Hebrides. 

* Fingal and, Cathmor. The conduct here is perhaps pro- 
per. The numerous deſcriptions of fingle combats have al- 
ready exhauſted the ſubjet. Nothing new nor adequate to 
our high idea of the kings, can be ſd. A column of miſt is 
thrown. over the whole, and the combat is left to the imagi- 
nation of the reader. Poets have almoſt univerſally failed in: 
their deſcriptions of this ſort. Not all the ſtrength of Homer. 
could ſuſtain, with dignity, the minuti. of a ſingle combat. 
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that ſtream, nor wood are they! I hear the 
clang of arms! Their ſtrife is in the boſom of 
that miſt. Such is the contending of ſpirits in a 
nightly cloud, when they ſtrive for the win 
wings of wind, and the rolling of the foam-co. 
vered waves. . 

I ruſhed along. The grey miſt roſe. Tall 
gleaming they ſtood at Lubar. Cathmor leaned 
againſt a rock. His half-fallen ſhield received 
the ſtream, that leapt from the moſs above. 
Towards him is the ſtride of Fingal : he ſaw the 
hero's blood. His ſword fell ſlowly to his ſide. 
He ſpoke midſt his darkening joy. 

« Yields the race of Borbar-duthul? Or ſtil 
does he lift the ſpear ? Not unheard is thy name, 
at Atha, in the green-dwelling of ſtrangers. It 
has come, like the breeze of his deſart, to the 
ear of Fingal. Come to my hill of feaſts ; the 
mighty fail, at times. No fire am I to low-laid 
foes : I rejoice not over the fall of the brave. 
To cloſe * the wound is mine: I have known 
the herbs of the hills. I ſeized their fair heads, 
on high, as they waved by their ſecret ſtreams, 

Zhou 


The throwing of a ſpear, and the braying of a ſhield, as ſome 
ef our own poets moſt elegantly expreſs it, convey no magui- 

cent, though they are ſtriking ideas. Our imagination 
ſtretches beyond, and conſequently deſpiſes, the deſcription. 
It were, therefore, well, for ſome poets, in my opinion, (tho' 
it is, perhaps, ſomewhat ſingular) to have, ſometimes, thrown 
vit over their ſingle combats. 

* Fingal is very much celebrated, in tradition, for his 
knowledge in the virtnes of herbs. The Iriſh poems, con- 
cerning him, often repreſent him curing the wounds which 
his chiefs received in battle, They fable concerning him, 
that he was in poſſeſſion of a cup, containing the eflence of 


herbs, which inſtantaneouſly healed wounds. The knowledge 


of curing the wounded, was, till of late, univerſal among the 
Highlanders. We hear of no other diſorder, which required 
the ſkill of phyſic. The wholeſomeneſs of the climate, and as 
active life, ſpent in hunting, excluded diſeaſes. 
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Thou art dark and ſilent, king of Atha of 


ſtrangers!” | | 

« By Atha of the ſtream,” he ſaid, “ there 
riſes a moſſy rock. On its head is the wandering, 
of boughs, within the courſe of winds. Dark, in 
its face, is a cave, with its own loud rill. There 
have I heard the tread of ſtrangers “, when they 
paſſed to my hall of ſhells. Joy roſe, like a 
flame, on my ſoul: I bleſt the echoing rock. 
Here be my dwelling, in darkneſs; in my graſſy 
vale. From this I ſhall mount the breeze, that 
purſues my thiſtle's beard 3 or look down, on 
blue-winding Atha, from its wandering miſt.” 

« Why ſpeaks the king of the tomb! Oſſian! 
the warrior has failed! Joy meet thy ſoul, like 
a ſtream, Cathmor friend of ſtrangers! My 
ſon, I hear the call of. years; they take my 
ſpear as they paſs along. Why does not Fingal, 
they ſeem to ſay, reſt within his hall ?. Doſt 
thou always delight in blood.. In the tear of 
the ſad ? No: ye dark-rolling years, Fingal de- 
lights not in blood. Tears are the wintry ſtreams 
that waſte away my ſoul. But when 1 lie down 
to reſt, then comes the mighty voice of war. It 
awakes me, in my hall, and calls forth all my 
ſteel. It ſhall call it forth no more; Oſſian, 

take 


* Cathmor reflects, with pleaſure, even in his laſt mo- 
ments, on the relief he had afforded to ſtrangers. The very 


tread of their feet was pleaſant in his ear. His hoſpitality was 


uot paſſed unnoticed by the bards; for, with them, it became 
a proverb, when they deſeribed the hoſpitable diſpoſition of a 
| hero, that he w0as like Cathmor of Atha, the friend of flrangers. 

It will ſeem ſtrange, that, in all the lriſn poems, there is no 
mention made of Cathmor. This muft be attributed to the 
revolutions and domeſtic confulions which happened in that 
iſland, and utterly cut off all the real traditions concerning fo 


ancient a period. All that we have related of the ſtate of Ire-. 
land before the fifth century is of late invention, and the. work 


of ill-mformed ſenachies and injudicious bar de. 
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take thou thy father's ſpear. Lift it, in battle, 
when the proud ariſe. 

« My fathers, Oſſian, trace my ſteps; my 
deeds are pleaſant to their eyes. Wherever ! 
come forth to battle, on my field, are their 
columns of miſt. But mine arm reſcued the 
feeble 3 the haughty found my rage was fire. 
Never over the fallen did mine eye rejoice. For 
this*, my fathers ſhall meet me, at the gates 
of their airy halls, tall with robes of light, 
with mildly-kindled eyes. But, to the proud 
in arms, they are darkened moons in heaven, 
which ſend the fire of night red-wandering over 
their face. 

« Father of heroes, Trenmor, dweller of 
eddying winds ! I give thy ſpear to Oſſian, let 
thine eye rejoice. Thee have I ſeen, at times, 
bright from between thy clouds; ſo appear to my 
ſon, when he is to lift the ſpear : then ſhall he 
remember thy mighty deeds, though thou art 
now but a blaſt.” 

He gave the fpear to my hand, and raiſed at 
once, a {tone on high, to ſpeak to future times, 
with its grey head of moſs. Beneath he placed a 
{word + in earth, and one bright boſs from his 

ſhield, 


The Celtic nations had ſome ideas of rewards, and per- 
haps of puniſhments, after death. Thoſe who behaved; in 
life, with bravery and virtue, were reccived, with joy, to the 
airy halls of their fathers ; but the dark in ſoul, to uſe the ex- 
preſſion of the poet, were ſpurned away from the habitation cf 
heroes, to wander on all the winds. Another opinion, which 
prevailed in thoſe times, tended not a little to make indivi- 
duals emulous to excel one another in martial atchievements. 
It was thought, that, in the bal! of clouds, every one had a 
ſeat, raiſed abave others, in proportion as he excelled them, 
in valour, when he lived. 

+ There are ſome ſtones ſtill to be ſeen in the north, which 
were erected as memorials of. ſome remarkable 8 — 

etween 
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ſhield. Dark in thought, a-while, he bends: 
his words at length came forth. 

c When thou, O ſtone, ſhall moulder down, 
and loſe thee, in the moſs of years, then ſhall 
the traveller come, and whiſtling paſs away. 
Thou knoweſt not, feeble man, that fame once 
ſhone on Moi-lena. Here Fingal reſigned his 
ſpear, after the laſt of his fields. Paſs away, 
thou empty ſhade ! in thy voice there is no re- 
nown. Thou dwelleſt by ſome peaceful ſtream; 
yet a few years and thou art gone. No one 
remembers thee, thou dweller of thick miſt ! 
But Fingal ſhall be cloathed with fame, a beam 
of light to other times; for he went forth, in 
echoing ſteel, to ſave the weak in arm.” 

Brightening in his fame, the king ſtrode to 
Lubar's ſounding oak, where it bent, from its. 
rock, over the bright-tumbling ſtream. Beneath 
it is a narrow plain, and the ſound of the fount 
of the rock. Here the ſtandard + of Morven 
poured its wreaths on the wind, to mark the 
way of Ferad-artho, from his ſecret vale. Bright 
from his parted weſt, the ſun of heaven looked 
abroad. 'The heroe ſaw his people, and heard 
their ſhouts of joy. In broken ridges round, 
they glittered to the beam. 'The king rejoiced, 
as a hunter in his own green vale, when, after the 
ſtorm is rolled away, he ſees the gleaming ſides 


of 


between the ancient chiefs, There are generally found, be- 
neath them, ſome piece of arms, and a bit of half-burnt 
wood. The cauſe of placing the laſt there is not mentioned in 
tradition. 

+ Che erecting of his ſtandard on the bank of Lubar, was 
the ſignal which Fingal, in the beginning of the book, pro- 
miſed to give to the chiefs, who went to conduct Ferad-artho- 
to the army, ſhould he himſelf prevail in battle. This ſtand- 


ard here is called the ſun-beam. The reaſon of this appella- 


tion, I gave in my notes on the poem intitled Fingal, 
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of the rocks. The green thorn ſhakes its head 
in their face; from their top look forward the 
roes. | 

Grey f, at his moſly cave, is bent the aged 
form of Clonmal. The eyes of the bard had 
failed. He leaned forward on his ſtaff. Bright, 
in her locks, before him, Sul-malla liſtened to 
the tale; the tale of the kings of Atha, in the 
days of old. The noiſe of battle had ceaſed in 
his ear: he ſtopt, and raiſed the ſecret ſigh, 
The ſpirits of the dead, they ſaid, often light- 
ened along his foul, He ſaw the king of Atha 
low beneath his bending tree. 

c Why art thou dark,” faid the maid? 
« The ſtrife of arms is paſt. Soon þ ſhall he 
come to thy cave, over thy winding ſtreams, 
The ſun looks. from the rocks of the weſt. The 


miſts of the lake ariſe. Grey, they ſpread on. 


that hill, the ruſhy dwelling of roes. From the 
miſt ſhall my king appear! Behold, he comes 
in his arms. Come to the cave of Clonmal, O 
my beſt beloved!“ 

It was the ſpirit of Cathmor, ſtalking, large, 
a gleaming form. He ſunk by the hollow 
ſtream that roared between the hills. It was 
but the hunter,“ ſhe ſaid, „ who ſearches for 
the bed of the roe. His ſteps are not forth to 


war; his ſpouſe expects him with night. He 


mall, whiſtling, return with the ſpoils. of the 
| dark- 


+ The ſcene is changed to the valley of Lona, whither Sul- 
malla had been ſent, by Cathmor, before the battle. Clon- 
mal, an aged bard, or rather Druid, as he ſeems here to be 
endued with a preſcience of events, had long dwelt there in a 
cave. This ſcene is calculated to throw a melancholy gloom- 
over the mind. 

t Cathmor had promiſed, in the ſeventh book, to come to 
the cave of Clon-mal, after the battle was over. 
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dark-brown hinds.” Her eyes were turned to the 
hill; again the ſtately form came down. She 
roſe in the midſt of joy. He retired again in 
miſt, Gradual vaniſh his limbs of ſmoke, and 
mix with the mountain wind. 'Then ſhe knew 
that he fell! King of Erin art thou low'!” 
Let Oſſian forget her grief; it waſtes the ſoul 
of age *. 

Evening came down on Moi-lena. Grey rolled 
the ſtreams of the land. Loud came forth the 
yoice of Fingal: the beam of oaks aroſe. 'The 
people gathered round with gladneſs; with glad- 
neſs blended with ſhades. They ſidelong looked 
to the king, and beheld his unfiniſhed joy. 
Pleaſant, from the way of the deſart, the voice 

of 


* Tradition relates, that Oſſian, the next day after the 
deciſive battle between Fingal and Cathmor, went to find 
out Sul-malla, in the valley of Lona. His addreſs to her 
follows : 

« Awake, thou daughter of Conmor, from the fern-ſkirt- 
ell cavern of Lona, Awake, thou ſun-beam in deſarts; war- 
riors one day muſt fail. They move forth, like terrible lights; 
but, often their cloud is near. Go to the valley of ſtreams, 
to the wandering of herds, on Lumon; there dwells, in his 
lazy miſt, the man of many days. Bur he is unknown, Sul- 
malla, like the thiſtle of the rocks of roes ; it ſhakes its grey 
beard, in the wind, and falls, unſeen of our eyes. Not ſuch 
are the kings of men, their departure is a meteor of fire, 
which pours its red courſe, from the deſart, over the boſom 
of night. | 

« He is mixed with the warriors of old, thoſe fires that 
have hid their heads, At times ſhall they come forth in ſong. 
Not forgot has the warrior failed. He has not ſeen, Sul- 
malla, the fall of a heam of his own: no fair-haired ſon, in 
his blood, young troubler of the field. I am lonely, young 
branch of Lumon, I may hear the voice of the feeble, when 
my ſtrength ſhall have failed in years, for young Olcar has 
ccaſed, on his field - - - - 

Sul-malla returned to her own country. She makes a con- 
fiderable figure in another poem; her behaviour in that piece 


accounts for that partial regard with which the poet ought te 


ipeak of her throughout 'Temora, 
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of muſic came. It ſeemed, at firſt, the noiſe 
of a ſtream, far-diftant on its rocks. Slow it 
rolled along the hill, like the ruffled wing of a 
breeze, * it takes the tufted beard of the 
rocks, in the ſtill ſeaſon of night. It was the 
voice of Condan, mixed with Carril's tremblin 
harp. They came, with blue-eyed Ferad-artho, 
to Mora of the ſtreams. 

Sudden burſts the ſong from our bards, on 
Lena : the hoſt ſtruck their ſhields amidſt the 
found. Gladneſs roſe brightening on the king, 
like the beam of a cloudy day, when it riſes, on 
the green hill, before the roar of winds. He 
ſtruck the boſſy ſhield of kings; at once they 
ceaſe around. The people lean forward, from 
their ſpears, towards the voice of their land “. 

« Sons of Morven, ſpread the feaſt ; ſend the 
night away in ſong. Ye have ſhone around me, 
and the dark ſtorm is paſt. My people are the 
windy rocks, from which I ſprcad my eagle- 

wings, 


Before I finiſh my notes, it may not be altogether impro- 
per to obviate an objection, which may be made to the cre- 
dibility of the ſtory of Temora. It may be aſked, whether 
it is probable that Fingal could perform ſuch actions as are 
aſcribed to him in this book, at an age when his grandſon, 
Oſcar, had acquired fo much reputation in arms. Lo this it 
may be anſwered, that Fingal was but very young | book 4th) 
when he took to wife Ros-crana, who ſoon after became the 
mother of Offian. Offian was alſo extremely young when he 
married Evir-allin, the mother of Oſcar. Tradition relates, 
that Fingal was but eighteen years old at the birth of his fon 
Oſſian; and that Oſſian was much about the ſame age, when 
Oſcar, his ſon, was born. Oſcar, perhaps, might be about 
twenty, when he was killed, in the battle of Gabhra, [book 
iſt] ſo the age of Fingal, when the deciſive battle was fought: 
between him and Cathmor, was juſt fifty-ſix years. In thoſe 
times of activity and health, the natural ſtrength and vigour 


of a man was little abated, at ſuch an age; fo that there is 
nothing improbable in the actions of Fingal, as related in 


this buo 
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wings, when I ruſh forth to renown, and ſeize 
it on its eld. Oſſian, thou haſt the ſpear of 
Fingal : it is not the ſtaff of a boy with which he 
ſtrews the thiſtle round, young wanderer of the 
field. No: it is the lance of the mighty, with 
which they ſtretched forth their hands to death, 
Look to thy fathers, my fon; they are awful 
beams. With morning lead Ferad-artho forth 
to the echoing halls of 'Temora. Remind him 
of the kings of Erin; the ſtately forms of old. 
Let not the fallen be forgot, they were mighty 
in the field. Let Carril pour his ſong, that the 
kings may rejoice in their miſt. To- morrow I 
ſpread = ſails to Selma's ſhady walls: where 
ſtreamy uthula winds through the ſeats of 
roes.' 
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ARGUMENT. 


Aſter an addreſs to Malvina, the daughter of Toſear, Oſſian 


proceeds to relate his own expedition to Fuirfed, an iſland 
of >candinavia, Mal-orchol, king of Fuirfed, being hard 

reſſed in war, by Ton-thormod, chief of Sar-dronlo, (who 
Fad demanded, in vain, the daughter of Mal-orchol in mar- 
riage) Fingal ſent Oſſian to his aid. Offian, on the day 
after his arrival, came to battle with Ton-thormod, and 
took him priſoner. Mal-orchol offers his daughter Oina- 
morul to Oſhan; but he, diſcovering her paſhon for Ton- 
thormod, generouſly ſurrenders her to her lover, and brings 
about a reconciliation between the two kings. 


OINA-MOR U L: 


. 


As flies the unconſtant ſun, over Larmon's 
graſſy hill; ſo paſs the tales of old, along my 
ſoul, by night! When bards are removed to 
their place; when harps are hung in Selma's 
hall; then comes a voice to Oſſian, and awakes 
his ſoul! It is the voice of years that are gone! 
they roll before me, with all their deeds ! I ſeize 
the tales, as they paſs, and pour them forth in 
ſong. Nor a troubled ſtream is the ſong of the 
king, it is like the rifing of muſic from Lutha of 
the ſtrings. Lutha of many ſtrings, not ſilent are 
thy ſtreamy rocks, when the white hands of 
Malvina move upon the harp! Light of the 
ſhadowy thoughts, that fly acroſs my ſoul, 
daughter of Toſcar of helmets, wilt thou not 
hear the ſong! We call back, maid of Lutha, 
the years that have rolled away ! 
It was in the days of the king, while yet m 
locks were young, that 1 marked Con-cathlin *, 
on 


*Con-cathlin, mild beam of the wave. What ſtar was fo 
called of old is not eaſily aſcertained, Some now diſtinguiſh 
the pole-ſtar by that name. A ſong, which is ſtill in repute, 
among the ſea-faring part of the Highlanders, alludes to this 
paſſage of Oſſian. The author commends the knowledge of 
Oſſian in ſea affairs, a merit, which, perhaps, few of us mo- 
derns will allow him, or any in the age in which he lived, 
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on high, from ocean's nightly wave. My courſe 
was towards the ifle of Fuärfed, woody dweller 
of ſeas ! Fingal had ſent me to the aid of Mal. 
orchol, king of Fuärfed wild: for war was around 
him, and our fathers had met, at the feaſt. 

In Col-coiled, I bound my fails ; 1 ſent my 
ſword to Mal-orchol of ſhells. He knew the 
ſignal of Alboin, and his joy aroſe. He came 
from his own high hall, and ſeized my hand in 
75 « Why comes the race of heroes to a 

alling king ? Ton-thormod of many ſpears is 
the chief of wavy Sar-dronlo. He ſaw and 
loved my daughter, white-boſomed Oina-morul, 
He ſought z I denied the maid ; for our fathers 
had been foes. He came, with battle, to Fuär- 
fed; my people are rolled away. Why comes 
the race of heroes to a falling king ?” | 

I come not, I ſaid, to look, like a boy, on the 
{itrife. Fingal remembers Mal-orchol, and his 
hall for ſtrangers. From his waves, the warrior 
deſcended, on thy woody ifle. Thou wert no 
cloud before him. Thy feaſt was ſpread with 
ſongs. For this my ſword ſhall rife; and thy 
foes perhaps may fail. Our friends are not for- 
got in their danger, tho' diſtant is our land. 

c Deſcendant of the daring Trenmor, thy 
words are like the voice of Cruth-loda, when he 
ſpeaks, from his parting cloud, ſtrong dweller 
of the ſky! Many have rejoiced at my iealt; 
but they all have forgot Mal-orchol. I have 

looked 


One thing is certain, that the Caledonians often made their 
way through the dangerous and terapeſtuous ſeas of Scandina- 
via; which is more, perhaps, than the more poliſhed nations, 
ſubſiſting in thoſe times, dared to venture. In eſdimating the 
degree of knowledge of arts among the ancients, we ought not 
to bring it into compariſon with the improvements of modern 


times. Our advantages over them proceed more from accident, 


than any mcrit of ours. 
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looked towards all the winds ; but no white ſails 
were ſeen. But ſteel * reſounds in my hall; and 
not the joyful ſhells. Come to my dwelling, 
race of heroes | dark-ſkirted night is near. Hear 
the voice of ſongs, from the maid of Fuärfed 
wild. 

We went. On the harp aroſe the white 
hands of Oina-morul. She waked her own fad 
tale, from every trembling: ſtring. I ſtood in 
ſilence; for bright in her locks was the daughter 
of many ifles ! Her eyes were two ſtars, looking 
forward thro' a ruſhing ſhower. The mariner 
marks them on high, and bleſſes the lovely 
beams. With morning we ruſhed to battle, to 
'Formul's reſounding ſtream : the foe moved to 
the ſound of 'Ton-thormod's boſly ſhield. From 
wing to wing the {trife was mixed. I met Ton- 
thormod in fight. Wide flew his broken ſteel. 
] ſeized the king in war. I gave his hand, bound 
faſt with thongs, to Mal-orchol, the giver of 
mells. Joy roſe at the fealt of Fuärfed, for oe 

oe 


There is a ſevere ſatire couched in this expreſſion, againſt 
the gueſts of Mal-orchol, Had his feaſt been ſtill ſpread. had 
joy continued in his hall, his former paraſites would not have 


failed to reſort to him. But as the time of feſtivity was paſt, 


their attendance alſo ceaſed. The ſentiments of a certain old 
bard are agrecable to this obſervation. He, poetically, com- 
pares a great man to a fire kindled in a deſart place. © "Thoſe 
that pay court to him, ſays he, are rolling large around him, 
Ike the ſmoke about the fire. This ſmoke gives the fire a 
great appearance at a diſtance, but it is but an empty vapour 
itſelf, and varying its form at every breeze. When the trunk 
which fed the fire, is conſumed, the fmoke departs on all the 
winds, So the flatterers toriake their chief, when his power 
declines.” I have choſen to give a paraphraſe, rather than a 
tranſlation, of this paſſage, as the original is verboſe and 
frothy, notwithſtanding the ſentimental merit of the author. 
He was one of the leſs ancient bards, and their compolitions 
are not nervous enough to bear a literal tranſlation. 
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foe had failed. 'Ton-thormud turned his face 
away, from Oina-morul of iſles ! | 

Son of Fingal, begun Mal-orchol, not forgot 
ſhalt thou paſs from me. A light ſhall dwell in 
thy ſhip, Olta-worl of ſlow-rolling eyes. She 
ſhall kindle gladneſs, along thy mighty ſoul, 
Nor unheeded ſhall the maid move in Selma, 
thro' the dwelling of kings 

In the hall I lay in night. Mine eyes were 
half-cloſed in ſleep. Soft muſic came to mine 
ear: it was like the riſing breeze, that whirls, 
at firſt, the thiſtle's beard; then flies, dark-ſha- 
dowy, over the graſs. It was the maid of Fuir. 
fed wild! ſhe raiſed the nightly ſong ; ſhe 
knew that my ſoul was a ſtream, that flowed at 
pleaſant ſounds. 4 Who looks,” ſhe faid, 
« from his rock, on ocean's cloſing miſt ? His 
long locks, like the raven's wing, are wanderin 
on the blaſt. Stately are his ſteps in grief! The 
tears are in his eyes! His manly breaſt is heay- 
ing over his burſting ſoul! Retire, I am diſtant 
far; a wanderer in lands unknown. Iho' the 
race of kings are around me, yet my ſoul is dark. 
Why have our fathers been foes, 'Ton-thormod 
love of maids !”? 

« Soft voice of the ſtreamy iſle,” I ſaid, « why 
doſt thou mourn by night? The race of daring 
Trenmor are not the dark in ſoul. Thou ſhalt 
not wander, by ſtreams unknown, blue-eyed 
Oina-morul! Within this boſom is a voice; it 
comes not to other ears: it bids Oſſian hear 
the hapleſs, in their hour of woe. Retire, ſoft 


ſinger by night! Ton-thormod ſhall not mourn 
on his rock!” 


With morning I looſed the king I gave 


the long-haired maid. Mal-orchol heard my 
words, in the midſt of his echoing halls, « mug 
0 


Vo 
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ef Fuärfed wild, why ſhould Ton- thormod 
mourn? He is of the race of heroes, and 2 
flame in war. Your fathers have been foes, but 
now their dim ghoſts rejoice in death. They 
ſtretch their hands of miſt to the ſame ſhell in 
Loda. Forget their rage, ye warriors! it was 
the cloud of other years.” 

duch were the deeds of Oſſian, while yet his 
locks were young: tho' lovelineſs, with a robe 
of beams, clothed the daughter of many iſles. 
We call back, maid of Lutha, the years that 
have rolled away |! 
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Fingal diſpatches Oſſian and Toſcar, the ſon of Conloch and 
father of Malvina, to raiſe a ſtone on the banks of the 
ſtream of Crona, to perpetuate the memory of a victory 
which he had obtained in that place. When they were 
employed in that work, Car-ul, a neighbouring chief, in- 
vited them to a. feaſt. They went: and Toſcar fell deſpc. 
rately in love with Colna-dona, the daughter of Car-ul, 
Colna-dona became no leſs enamoured of Toſcar. An inci- 
dent, at a hunting party, brings their loves to a happy illue, 


es | PT _ 
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CoL AMON of troubled ſtreams, dark wan- F 
derer of diſtant vales, I behold thy courſe, be- bf 
tween trees, near Car- ul's echoing halls! There « 
dwelt bright Colna-dona, the daughter of the 1 
king. Her eyes were rolling ſtars; her arms ; 
were white as the foam of ſtreams. Her breaſt . 
roſe ſlowly to ſight, like ocean's heaving wave. 
Her ſoul was a ſtream of light. Who, among 4 
the maids, was like the love of heroes? 1 
Beneath the voice of the king, we moved to / 
Crona + of the ſtreams, Toſcar of graſſy Lutha, 4 
and Oſhan, young in fields. Three r attend 9 
H 3 ed 1 

Colna- dona ſignifies She love of heroes, Col-amon, narrow fy 


river. Car-ul, dark-eyed. Col-amon, the reſidence of Car-ul, | 
was in the neighbourhood of Agricola's wall, towards the : 
fouth. Car- ul ſeems to have been of the race of thoſe Britons j 
who are diſtinguiſhed by the name of Maiatæ, by the writers | 
of Rome. Maiate is derived from two Galic words, Mo, 
2 plain, and Arien, inhatitints ; fo that the fignification of 3 
Mat is, the inhabitants of tle plain country; a name given to 8 
the Britons, who were ſettled in th: Lowlands in contradiſ- e 
tinction to the Caledonians (i c. CAEL-DON, the Gauls uf the l 
C, who were poſſeſſed of the more mountainous Civition of 
North-Britain. 

+ Crona, murmuring, was the name of a ſmall ſtream, which 
diſcharged itſelf in the river Carron. It is often mention- tl 
ed by Oſlian, and the ſcenes of many of his poems are on its 


4 
banks. The enemies, whom Fingal defeated here, are not men- 
tioned. They were, probably, the provincial Britons. That 5 
tract of country between the Firths of Forth and Clyde las been, i 
through all antiquity, famous for battles and rencounters be- 4 
tween the different nations, who were poſſeſſed of North and 1 


South 
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ed with ſongs. Three boſſy ſhields were born: 
before us: for we are to rear the ſtone, in me. 
mory of the paſt. By Crona's moſly courſe, Fin. 
gal had ſcattered his foes : he had rolled away the 
ſtrangers, like a troubled fea, Woe came to the 
place of renown : from the mountains deſcended 
night. I tore an oak from its hill, and raiſed a 
flame on high. I bade my fathers to look down, 
from the clouds of their hall ; for, at the fame of 
their race, they brighten in the wind. 

I took a ſtone from the ſtream, amidſt the ſong 
of bards. The blood of Fingal's foes hung curd. 
led in its 00ze. Beneath, I placed, at intervals, 
three boſſes from the ſhields of foes, as roſe or 
fell the ſound of Ullin's nightly ſong. Toſcar 
laid a dagger in earth, a mail of ſounding ſteel, 
We raiſed the mould around the ſtone, and bade 
it ſpeak to other years. 

Oozy daughter of ſtreams, that now art reared 
on high, ſpeak to the feeble, O ſtone ! after Sel. 
ma's race have failed ! Prone, from the ſtormy 
night, the traveller ſhall lay him by thy ſide: 
thy whiſtling moſs ſhall ſound in his dreams; the 
years that were paſt ſhall return. Battles rife 
before him, blue-ſhielded kings deſcend to war: 
the darkened moon looks from heaven, on the 
troubled field. He ſhall burſt, with morning, 
from dreams, and ſee the tombs of warriors 
round. He ſhall aſk about the ſtone, and the 
aged ſhall reply,“ This grey ſtone was raiſed by 
Oſſian, a chief of other years!“ 

* From Col-amon came a bard, from Car-ul, 
the friend of ſtrangers, He bade us to the feaſt 


of 


South Britain. Stirling, a town ſituated there, derives its name 
from that very circumſtance. It is a corruption of the Galic 

name, STRILA, i. e. the hill, or reck, of contention. 
* 'The manners of the Britons and Caledonians were ſo ſi- 
milar, in the days of Oſſian, that there can be no doubt, that 
| they 


* 
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of kings, to the dwelling of bright Colna-dona. 
We went to the hall of harps. There Car-ul 
brightened between his aged locks, when he be- 
held the ſons of his friends, like two young 
branches before him. 

« Hons of the mighty,” he ad, « ye bring 
back the days of old, when firſt I deſcended from 
waves, on Selma's ſtreamy vale ! I purſued Duth- 
mocarglos, dweller of ocean's wind. Our fathers 
had been foes, we met by Clutha's winding waters. 
He fled, along the ſea, and my ſails were ſpread 
behind him. Night deceived me, on the deep. I 
came to the dwelling of kings, to Selma of high- 
boſomed graids. Fingal came forth with his bards, 
and Conloch, arm of death. I feaſted three days 
in the hall, and ſaw the blue eyes of Erin, Ros- 
crana, daughter of heroes, light of Cormac's race. 
Nor forgot did my ſteps depart : the kings gave 
their ſhields to Car-ul: they hang, on high, in 
Col-amon, in memory of the paſt. Sons of the 
daring kings, ye bring back the days of old !” 

Car-ul kindled tlie oak of feaſts. He took two 
boſtes from our ſhields. He laid them in earth, 
beneath a ſtone, to ſpeak to the hero's race. 
« When battle,“ ſaid the king, “ thall roar, 
and our ſons are to meet in wrath. "my race {hall 
look, perhaps, on this ſtone, when they prepare 
the ſpear. Have not our fathers met in peace, 
they will fay, and lay aſide the eld 7” 

Nizht came down. In her long locks moved 
the dau; ghter of Car-ul. Mixed with the harp 
aroſe the voice of white-armed Colna-dona. 'Vol- 

H 4 car 


they were originally the ſame people, and deſcended from the 
Gauls who firft potletled themſelves of South-Britain, and gra» 
Cually migrated to the north. This hypotheſis is inge ratio 
nal than tlic idle tables of ulkintormed teuachics, wan bring 


the 


3 


D 
2 — — — at 


2 —ñ— 


t 

% 
$ 

f 
"4 
* 
| | 
<1 


I52 COLNA-DON A: 


car darkened in his place, before the love of he. 
roes. She came on his troubled ſoul, like a beam 
to the dark-heaving ocean: when it burſts from 


a cloud, and brightens the foamy fide of a wave“. 
* * * x a * * — 


* * * * * * * * 


With morning we awaked the woods; and 
hung forward on the path of the roes. They 
fell by their wonted ſtreams. We returned thro' 
Crona's vale. From the wood a youth came for. 
ward, with a ſhield and pointlcfs ſpear. «W hence,” 
ſaid Toſcar of Lutha, „ is the flying beam? 
Dwells there peace at Col-amon, round bright 
Colna-dona of tarps ?” 

« By Col-amon of ſtreams,” ſaid the youth, 
« bright Clona- dona dwelt. She dwelt ; but her 
courſe is now in defarts, with the ſon of the king; 
he that ſeized with love her ſoul as it wandered 
thro” the hall.” «5tranger of tales,” ſaid Toſcar, 
c haſt thou marked the warrior's courſe ? He 
muſt fall, give thou that boſſy ſhield PP In wraih 
he tcok the ſhield. Fair behind it roſe the breaſts 
of a maid, white as the boſom of a ſwan, riſing 
graceful on ſwift- rolling waves. It was Coma— 
dona of harps, the daughter of the king! Her 
blue eyes had rolled on Toſcar, and her love 
arote.! 


the Caledoaians from diſlant countries. Ihe bare opinion cf 
Tacitus (which, by-the-hye, was only founded on a fimiliarity 
of the perſonal figure of the Catedoniuns to the Germans of his 
own time), though it has Raggered ſome learned men, is not 
ſuihcient to make us believe that the ancient inhabitants of 
North-Britain were a German colony, A diſcuſſion of a point 
like this might be curious, but could never be ſatisfactory. 


Periods ſo diitant are fo involved in obfcurity, that nothing 


certain can be now advanced concerning them. The light 
which the Roman writers hold forth is too feeble to guide us to 
the truth, through the darkneſs which has ſurrounded it. 

Here an epiſ{. de is entirely loſt ; cr, at least is handed down 
ſo imperfectly, that it does not deicrve a place in the poem. 
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Tun hiſtory of thoſe nations, who originally 
poſſeſſed the north of Europe, is leſs known than. 
their manners. Deſtitute of the uſe of letters, 


they themſelves had not the means of tranſmitting. 


their great actions to remote polterity. Foreign 
writers ſaw them only ata diſtance, and deſcribed 
them as they found them. The vanity of the 


Romans induced them to conhder the nations 


beyond the pale of their empire as barbarians 
and conſequently their hiſtory unworthy of be- 
ing inveſtigated. Their manners and ſingular 
character were matters of curiolity, as they com- 
mitted them to record. Some men, otherwiſe of 


great merit among ourſelves, give into confine. 


igeas on this ſubject. Having early imbibed their 
idea of exalted manners from the Greek and Ro- 


man writers, they ſcarcely ever afterwards have 


the fortitude to allow any dignity of character to 
any nation deſtitute of the uſe of letters. 
Without derogating from the fame of Greece 


and Rome, we may conſider antiquity beyond. 


the pale of their empire worthy of ſome attention. 
The. 
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The nobler paſſions of the mind never ſhoot forth 
more free and unreſtrained than in the times we 
call barbarous. That irregular manner of life, 
and thoſe manly purſuits from which barbarit 
takes its name, are highly favourable to a ſtrength 
of mind unknown in poliſhed times. In advan- 
cing ſocicty the characters of men are more uni- 
form and diſguiſed. The human paſſions lie in 
ſome degree concealed behind forms, and artiſi- 
cial manners; and the powers of the ſoul, with- 
out an opportunity of exerting them, loſe their 
vigour. 'The times of regular government, and 
poliſhed manners, are therefore to be wiſhed for 
by the feeble and weak in mind. An unſettled 
itate, and thoſe convulſions which attend it, is 
the proper field for an exalted character, and the 
exertion of great parts. Merit there riſes always 
ſuperior z no fortuitous event can raiſe the timid 
and mean into power. To thoſe who look upon 
antiquity in this light, it is an agreeable proſpect 
and they alone can have real pleaſure in tracing 
nations to their fource. 

The eſtabliſhment of the Celtic ſtates, in the 
north of Europe, is beyond the reach of written 
annals, The traditions and ſongs to which the 
truſted their hiſtory, were loſt, or altogether 
corrupted in their revolutions and migrations, 
which were ſo frequent and univerſal, that no 


kingdom in Europe is now poſſeſſed by its origi- 


nal inhabitants. Societies were formed, and 
Kingdoms erected, from a mixture of nations, 
who, in proceſs of time, loſt all knowledge of 
their own origin. If tradition ceuld be depen- 
ed upon, it is only among a people, from all 
time, free from intermixture with foreigners. 
We are to look for theſe among the mountains 
and inacceſſible parts of a country: places, on 
account 
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account of their barrenneſs, unenviting to an ene- 
my, or whoſe natural ſtrength enabled the natives 
to repel invaſions. Such are the inhabitants of 
th2 mountains of Scotland. We, accordingly, 
find, that they differ materially from thoſe who 
poſſeſs the low and more fertile part of the king- 
dom. Their language is pure and original, and 
their manners are thoſe of an ancient and unmix- 
ed race of men. Conſcious of their own antiquity, 
they long deſpiſed others, as a new and mixed 
people. As they lived in a country only fit for 
paſture, they were free from that toil and buſi- 
neſs, which engroſs the attention of a commer- 
cial people. Their amuſement conſiſted in hear- 
ing or repeating their ſongs and traditions, and 
theſe entirely turned on the antiquity of their na- 
tion, and the exploits of their forefathers. It is 
no wonder, therefore, that there are more re- 
mains of antiquity among them, than among 
any other people in Europe. Traditions, how- 
ever, concerning remote periods are only to be 
regarded, in ſo far as they coincide with cotem- 
porary writers of undoubted credit and veracity. 
No writers began their accounts from a more 
early period, than the hiſtorians of the Scots na- 
tion. Without records, or even tradition itſelf, 
they give a long liſt of ancient kings, and a detail 
of their tranſactions, with a ſcrupulous exactneſs. 
One might naturally ſuppoſe, that, when they 
had no authentic annals, they ſhould, at leaſt, 
have recourſe to the traditions of their country, 
and have reduced them into a regular ſyſtem of 
hiſtory. Ot both they ſeem to have been equally 
deſtitute. Born in the low country, and ſtran- 
gers to the ancient language of their nation, they 
contented themſelves with copying from one ano- 


ther, 
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ther, and retailing the ſame fictions, in a new 
colour and dreſs. 

John Fordun was the firſt who collected thoſe 
fragments of the Scots hiſtory, which had eſcap- 
ed the brutal policy of Edward I. and reduced 
them into order. His accounts, in ſo far as the 
concerned recent tranſactions, deſerved credit: 
beyond a certain period they were fabulous and 
unſatisfactory. Some time before Fordun wrote, 
the king of England, in a letter to the pope, had 
run up the antiquity of his nation to a very remote 
æra. Fordun, poflefſed of all the national pre- 
judice of the age, was unwilling that his country 
thould yield, in point of antiquity, to- a people, 
then its rivals and enemies. Deſtitute of annals 
in Scotland, he had recourſe to Ireland, which, 
according to the vulgar errors of the times, was 
reckoned the firſt habitation of the Scots. He 
found, there, that the Iriſh bards had carried 
their pretenſions to antiquity as high, if not be- 
yond any nation in Europe. It was from them 
he took thoſe improbable fictions, which form the 
firſt part of his hiſtory. 

The writers that ſucceeded Fordun implicitly 
followed his ſyſtem, though they ſometimes varied 
from him in their relations of particular tranſac- 
tions, and the order of ſucceſſion of their kings. 
As they had no new lights, and were, equally 
with him, unacquainted with the traditions ot 
their country, their hiſtories contain little infor- 
mation concerning the origin of the Scots. Even 
Buchanan himſelf, except the elegance and vigour 
of his ſtyle, has very little to recommend him. 
Blinded with political prejudices, he ſeemed more 


anxious to turn the fictions of his predeceſſors to 


his own purpoſes than to detect their miſrepreſen- 
tations, or inveſtigate truth amidſt the darkneſs 
which. 
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which they had thrown round it. It therefore 
appears, that little can be collected from their 
own hiſtorians, concerning the firſt migration of 
the Scots into Britain. 

That this iſland was peopled from Gaul admits 
of no doubt. Whether colonies came afterwards 
from the north of Europe is a matter of meer ſpe- 
culation. When South Britain yielded to the 
power of the Romans, the unconquered nations 
to the north of the province were diſtinguiſhed 
by the name of Caledonians. From their very 
name, it appears, that they were of thoſe Gauls, 
who poſſeſſed themſelves originally of Britain. 
It is compounded of two Celtic words, Cas ſigni- 
fying Celts, or Gauls, or Dun or Don, a hill ; fo 
that Cael-don, or Caledonians, is as much as to 
ſay, the Celts of the hill country. The Highlan- 
ders, to this day, call themſelves Caël, their 
language Caelic, or Galic, and their country Cab 
doch, which the Romans ſoftened into Caledonia. 
This, of itſelf, is ſufficient to demonſtrate, they 
are the genuine deſcendants of the ancient Cale- 
donians, and. not a pretended colony of Scots, 
who ſettled firſt in the north, in the third or 
fourth century. 

From the double meaning of the word Catel, 
which ſignifies rangers, as well as Gauls, or Celts, 
ſome have imagined, that the anceſtors of the 
Caledonians were of a different race from the reſt 
of the Britons, and that they received their name 
upon that account. This opinion, ſay they, is 
ſupported by Tacitus, who, from ſeveral circum- 
ſtances, concludes, that the Caledonians were of 
German extraction. A diſcuſſion of a point ſo 
intricate, at this diſtance of time, could neither 
be ſatisfactory nor important. 

| Towards 
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Towards the latter end of the third, and be. 
ginning of the fourth century, we meet with the 
Scots in the north. Porphyrius “ makes the firſt 
mention of them about that time. As the Scot; 
were not heard of before that period, moſt writers 
ſuppoſed them to have been a colony, newly 
come to Britain, and that the PiFs were the only 
genuine deſcendants of the ancient Caledonians, 
This miſtake is eaſily removed. The Caledoni. 
ans, in proceſs of time, became naturally divided 
into two diſtinct nations, as poſſeſſing parts of 
the country, intirely different in their nature and 
ſoil. The weſtern coaſt of Scotland is hilly and 
barren; towards the eaſt, the country is plain, 
and fit for tillage. The inhabitants of the moun- 
tains, a roving and uncontrolled race of men, 
lived by feeding of cattle, and what they killed 
in hunting. Their employment did not fix them 
to one place. They removed from one heath to 
another, as ſuited their convenience or inclination. 
They were not, therefore, improperly called, by 
their neighbours, 5SCvu1rr, or the wandering na- 
tion; which is evidently the origin of the Roman 
name of Scot. 

On the other hand, the Caledonians, who poſ- 
ſeſſed the eaſt coaſt of Scotland, as the diviſion of 
the country was plain and fertile, applied them- 
ſelves to agriculture, and raiſing of corn. It was 
from this that the Galic names of the Pi&s pro- 
ceeded; for they are called, in that language, 
Cruithnich, 1. e. the wheat or corn-eaters. As the 
Picts lived in a country ſo different in its nature 
from that poſſeſſed by the Scots, ſo their national 
character ſuffered a material change. Unob- 
ſtructed by mountains, or lakes, their commu-- 


nication: 


St. Hicrom, ad Cteſipon. . 
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nication with one another was free and frequent. 
Society, therefore, became ſooner eſtabliſhed 
among them, than among the Scots, and, con- 
ſequently they were much ſooner governed by 
civil magiſtrates and laws. This, at laſt, pro- 
duced ſo great a difference in the manners of the 
two nations, that they began to forget their com- 
mon origin, and almoſt continual quarrels and 
animoſities ſubſiſted between them. Theſe ani- 
moſities, after ſome ages, ended in the ſubverſion 
of the Pictiſh kingdom, but not in the total ex- 
tirpation of the nation, according to moſt of the 
Scots writers, Who ſeemed to think it more for 
the honour of their countrymen to annihilate, 
than reduce a rival people under their obedience. 
It is certain, however, that the very name of the 
Pits was loſt, and thoſe that remained were ſo 
completely incorporated with their conquerors, 
that they ſoon loſt all memory of their own origin. 

The end of the Pictiſh government is placed 
ſo near that period, to which authentic annals 
reach, that it is matter of wonder, that we have 
no monuments of their language or hiſtory re- 
maining. This favours the ſyſtem I have laid 
down, Had they originally been of a different 
race from the Scots, their language of courſe 
would be different. The contrary is the cafe. 
The names of places in the Pictiſh dominions, 
and the very names of their kings, which are 
handed down to us, are of Gallic original, which 
is a convincing proof, that the two nations were 
of old, one and the ſame, and only divided into 
two governments, by the effect which their ſitu- 
ation had upon the genius of the people. 

The name of P:@s is ſaid to have been given 
by the Romans to the Caledonians, who poſſeſs— 
ed the eaſt coaſt of Scotland, from their painting 
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their bodies. The ſtory is filly and the argu- 
ment abſurd. But let us revere antiquity in 
her very follies. This circumſtance made ſome 
imagine that the Picts were of Britiſh extract, 
and a diſlcrent race of men from the Scots. That 
more of the Britons, who fled northward from 
the tyrany of the Romans, ſettled in the low 
country of Scotland, than among the Scots of 
the mountains, may be eaſily imagined, from the 
very nature of the country. It was they who in- 
troduced painting among the Picts. From this 
circumſtance, afhrm ſome antiquaries, proceeded 
the name of the latter, to diſtinguiſh them from 
the Scots, who never had that art among them, 
and from the Britons, who diſcontinued it after 
the Roman conqueſt. 

The Caledonians, moſt certainly, acquired p 
conſiderable knowledge in navigation, by their 
living on a coaſt interſected with many arms of 
the ſea, and in iſlands, divided, one from ano- 
ther, by wide and dangerous firths. It 1s, there- 
fore, highly probable, that they, very carly, 
found their way to the north of Ireland, which 
15 within ſight of their own country. That Ire- 
land was firit peopled from Britain is, at length, a 
matter that admits of no doubt. The vicinity 
of the two iflands; the exact correſpondence of 
the ancient inhabitants of both, in point of man- 
ners and language, are ſuſſicient proofs, even if 
we had not the teſtimony of authors of undoubt—- 
ed veracity to confirm it. Ihe abettors of the 
moſt romantic ſyſtems of Irith antiquities allow 
it; but they place the colony from Britain in an 

improbable and remote xra. I ſhall eafily admit 
that the colony of the Firbsle, confeſſedly the 
Belge 
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Belge of Britain ſettled in the ſouth of Ireland, 
before the Caël, or Caledonians, diſcovered the 
north : but it is not at all likely, that the migra- 
tion of the Firbolg to Ireland happened many 
centuries before the chriſtian era. 


The poem of 'Temora throws conſiderable light 


on this ſubject. The accounts given in it agree 
ſo well with what the ancients have delivered, 
concerning the firſt population and inhabitants 
of Ireland, that every unbiaſſed perſon will con- 
feſs them more probable, than the legends hand- 
ed down, by tradition, in that country. It ap- 
pears, that, in the days of Prathal, grandfather 
to Fingal, Ireland was poſſeſſed by two nations; 
the Firbolg or Belge of Britain, who inhabited 
the ſouth, and the Cael, who paſled over from 
Caledonia and the Hebrides to Ulſter. The 
two nations, as 1s uſual among an unpoliſhed and 
lately ſettled people, were divided into ſmall dy- 
naſties, ſubject to petty kings, or chiefs, inde- 
pendent of one another. In this ſituation, it is 
probable, they continued long, without any ma- 
terial revolution in the {tate of the iſland, until 
Crothar, Lord of Atha, a country in Connaught, 
the moſt potent chief of the Firbolg, carried away 
Conlama, the daughter of Cathmin, a chief of 
the Cabl, who poſlefled Ulſter. 

Conlama had been betrothed ſome time beſore 
to 'Turloch, a chief of their own nation. Tur— 
loch reſented the aftront offered him by Crothar, 
made an irruption into Connaught, and killed 
Cormul, the brother of Crothar, who came to 
oppoſe his progreſs. Crothar himſelf then took 
arms, and either killed or expelled Turloch. 
The war, upon this became general, between 
the two nations: and the Cael were reduced to 
the laſt extremity. In this ſituation, they ap- 

plied, 
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plied, for aid, to Trathal king of Morven, who 
ſent his brother Conar, already famous for his 
great exploits, to their relief. Conar upon his 
arrival in Ulſter, was choſen king, by the unani. 
mous conſent of the Caledonian tribes, who poſ. 
ſeſſed that country. The war was renewed with 
vigour and ſucceſs ;z but the Firbolg appear to have 
been rather repelled than ſubdued. In ſucceed- 
ing reigns, we learn from epifodes in the ſame 
poem, that the chiefs of Atha made ſeveral efforts 
to become monarchs of Ireland, and to expel the 
race of Conar. 

To Conar ſucceeded his ſon Cormac, who ap- 
pears to have reigned long. In his latter days he 
ſeems to have been driven to the laſt extremity, 
by an inſurrection of the Firbolg, who ſupported 
the pretenſions of the chiefs of Atha to the 
Iriſh throne. Fingal, who then was very young, 
came to the aid of Cormac, totally defeated 
Colc-ulla, chief of Atha, and re- eſtabliſhed Cor- 
mac in the ſole poſſeſſion of all Ireland. It was 
then he fell in love with, and took to wife, Ros- 
crana, the daughter of Cormac, who was the 
mother of Oſſian. 

Cormac was ſucceeded in the Iriſh throne b 
his ſon, Cairbrez Cairbre by Artho, his ſon, 
who was the father of that Cormac, in whoſc 
minority the invalion of Swaran happened, which 
is the ſubject of the poem of Fingal. The family 
of Atha, who had not relinquiſhed their preten- 
ſons to the Iriſh throne, rebelled in the mino- 
rity of Cormac, defeated his adherents, and 
murdered him in the palace of Temora. Cairbar, 
lord of Atha, upon this, mounted the throne. 
His uſurpation ſoon ended with his life; for 
Fingal made an expedition into Ireland, and re- 


itored, after various viciſſitudes of fortune, the 


family 
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family of Conar to the poſſeſſion of the kingdom. 
This war is the ſubject of Temora; the events, 
though certainly heightened and embelliſhed by 
poetry, ſeem, notwithſtanding, to have their 
foundation in true hiſtory. 

Temora contains not only the hiſtory of the 
firſt migration of the Caledonians into Ireland, it 
alſo preſerves ſome important facts, concerning 
the fuſt tettlement of the Firbolg, or Belge of Bri- 
tain, in that kingdom, under their leader Lar- 
thon, who was anceſtor to Cairbar and Cathmor, 
who ſucceſhvely mounted the Iriſh throne, after 
the death of Cormac, the ſon of Artho. I for- 
bear to tranſcribe the paſſage, on account of its 
length. It is the ſong of Fonar, the bard; to- 
wards the latter end of the ſeventh book of Te- 
mora. As the generations from Larthon to Cath- 
mor, to whom the epiſode is addrefled, are not 
marked, as are thoſe of the family of Conar, 
the firſt king of Ireland, we can form no judye=- 
ment of the time of the ſettlement of the Firbolg. 
It is, however, probable, it was ſome time before 
the Cael, or Ciledonians, ſettled in Ulſter. One 
important fact may be gathered from this hiſtory, 
that the Iriſh had no king before the latter end 
of the firſt century. Fingal lived, it is ſuppoſed, 
in the third century; ſo Conar, the firſt monarch 
of the Iriſh, who was his grand-uncle, cannot be 
placed farther back than the cloſe of the firit. Co 
eſtabliſh this fact, is to lay, at once, aſide the 
pretended antiquities of the Scots and Iriſh, and 
to get quit of the long liſt of kings which the lat- 
ter give us for a millennium before. 

Ot the affairs of Scotland, it is certain, no- 
thing can be depended upon, prior to the reign 
of Fergus, the ſon of Erc, who lived in the fifth 
century. The true hiſtory of Ireland begins 

ſomewhat 
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ſomewhat latter than that period. Sir James 
Ware“, who was indefatigable in his reſearches 
after the antiquities of his country, rejects, as 
mere fiction and idle romance, all that is related 
of the ancient Iriſh, before the time of St. Pa. 
trick, and the reign of Leogaire. It is from this 
conſideration, that he begins his hiſtory at the 
introduction of Chriſtianity, remarking, that all 
that is delivered down, concerning the times of 
paganiſm, were tales of late invention, ſtrangely 
mixed with anachroniſms and inconſiſtencies, 
Such being the opinion of Ware, who had col- 
lected with uncommon induſtry and zeal, all the 
real and pretendedly ancient manuſcripts, con- 
cerning the hiſtory of his country, we may, on 
his authority, reject the improbable and ſelf- con- 
demned tales of Keating and O'Flaherty. Credu- 
lous and puerile to the laſt degree, they have 
diſgraced the antiquities they meant to eſtabliſh, 
It is to be wiſhed, that ſome able Iriſhman, who 
underſtands the language, and records of his 
country, may redeem, ere it is too late, the ge- 
nuine antiquities of Ireland, from the hands of 
theſe idle fabuliſts. 

By comparing the hiſtory in theſe poems with 
the legends of the Scots and Iriſh writers, and 
by afterwards examining both by the teſt of the 
Roman authors, it is eaſy to diſcover which is 
the moſt probable. Probability is all that can 
be eſtabliſhed on the authority of rradition, ever 
dubious and uncertain. But when it favours the 
hypotheſis laid down by cotemporary writers of 
undoubted veracity, and, as it were, finiſhes the 
figure of which they only drew the outlines, it 
ought, in the judgment of ſober reaſon, to be 
preferred to accounts framed in dark and diſtant 

periods, 
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periods, with little judgment, and upon no au- 
chority. 

Concerning the period of more than a centu- 
ry, which intervenes between Fingal and the 
reign of Fergus, the ſon of Erc or Arcath, tradi- 
tion is dark and contradictory. Some trace up 
the family of Fergus to a ſon of Fingal of that 
name, who makes a conſiderable figure in Oſ- 
ſian's poems. The three elder ſons of Fingal, 
Oſſian, Fillan, and Ryno, dying without iſſue, 
the ſucceſſion, of courſe, devolved upon Fergus, 
the fourth ſon, and his poſterity. This Fergus, 
ſay ſome traditions, was the father of Congal, 
whoſe ſon was Arcath, the father of Fergus, 
properly called the firſt king of Scots, as it was 


in his time the Cae/, who poſſeſſed the weſtern 


coaſt of Scotland, began to be diſtinguiſhed, by 
foreigners, by the name of Scots. From thence- 
forward, the Scots and Picts, as diſtin& nations, 
became objects of attention to the hiſtorians of 
other countries. 'The internal ſtate of the two 
Caledonian kingdoms has always continued, and 
ever muſt remain in obſcurity and fable. 

It is in this epoch we muſt fix the beginning 
of the decay of that ſpecies of heroiſm, which 
ſubſiſted in the days of Fingal. There are three 
ſtages in human ſociety. The firſt is the reſult 
of conſanguinity, and the natural affection of the 
members of a family to one another. The ſe- 
cond begins when property is eſtabliſhed, and 
men enter into aſſociations for mutual defence, 
againſt the invaſions and injuſtice of neighbours. 
Mankind ſubmit, in the third, to certain laws 
and ſubordinations of government, to which they 
truſt the ſafety of their perſons and property. 
As the firſt is formed on nature, ſo, of courſe, 
it is the moſt diſintereſted and noble. Men, in 
the laſt, have leiſure to cultivate the mind, and 
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to reſtore it, with reflection, to a primæval dig. 
nity of ſentiment. The middle ſtate is the region 
of complete barbariſm and ignorance. About 
the beginning of the fifth century, the Scots and 
Picts were advanced into the ſecond ſtage, and, 
conſequently, into thoſe circumſcribed ſenti. 
ments, which always diſtinguiſh barbarity. The 
events that ſoon after happened did not at all 
contribute to enlarge their ideas, or mend their 
national character. 
About the year 426, the Romans, on account 
of domeſtic commotions, entirely forſook Bri— 
tain, finding it impoſſible to defend ſo diſtant 
a frontier. The Pitts and Scots, ſeizing this 
favourable opportunity, made incurſions into the 
deſerted province. The Britons, enervated by 
the ſlavery of ſeveral centuries, and thoſe vices, 
which are inſeparable from an advanced ſtate of 
civility, were not able to withſtand the impetu- 
ous, though irregular attacks of a barbarous ene- 
my. In the utmoſt diſtreſs, they applied to their 
old maſters, the Romans, and (after the unfor- 
tunate ſtate of the empire could not ſpare aid) 
to the Saxons, a nation equally barbarous and 
brave, with the enemies of whom they were ſo 
much afraid. Though the bravery of the Saxons 
repelled the Caledonian nations for a time, yet 
the latter found means to extend themſelves, 
confiderably, towards the ſouth. It is, in this 
period, we muſt place the origin of the arts of 
civil life among the Scots. The feat of govern- 
ment was removed from the mountains to the 
plain and more fertile provinces of the ſouth, to 
be near the common enemy, in caſe of ſudden 
incurſions. Inſtead of roving through unfre- 
quented wilds, in ſcarch of ſubſiſtence, by means 
of hunting, men applied to agriculture, and raiſ- 
ing of corn. This manner of life was the firſt 
| means 
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neans of changing the national character. The 
next thing which contributed to it was their 
mixture with ſtrangers. 

In the countries which the Scots had con. 
quered from the Britons, it is probable the moi? 
of the old inhabitants remained, "Theſe incor-- 
porating with the conquerors, taught them agri- 
culture, and other arts, which they themſelves 
had received from the Romans. The Scots, 
however, in number as well as power, being the 
moſt predominant, retained ſtill their language, 
and as many of the cuſtoms of their anceſtors, as 
ſuited with the nature of the country they poſ- 
ſeſted. Even the union of the two Caledonian 
ingdoms did not much atiect the national cha- 
racter. Being originally deſcended from the 
ſame ſtock, the manners of the Picts and Scots 
were as ſimilar as the different natures of the 
countries they poſſeſſed permitted. 

What brought about a total change in the ge- 
nius of the Scots nation, was their wars, and other 
tranſactions with the Saxons. Several counties 
in the fouth of Scotland were alternately poſſeſſed 
by the two nations. They were ceded in the 
ninth age, to the Scots, and, it is probable, that 
noſt of the Saxon inh: abitants remained in poſſeſ- 
lon of their lands. During the ſeveral conqueſts 
and revolutions in England, many fled for re- 
fure.into Scotland, to avoid the oppreſhon of 
foreigners, or the tyranny of domeſiic uſurpers 
in ſo much, that the Saxon race formed perhaps 
near one half of the Scottiſh kingdom. The 
Saxon manners and language daily gained ground 
on the tongue and cuſtoms of the ancient Cale- 
donians, till, at laſt, the latter were entirely re- 
legated to inhabitants of the mountains, who 
were ſtill unmixed with ſtrangers. 
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It was after the acceſſion of territory whiz), 
the Scots received, upon the retreat of the Ro. 
inans from Britain, that the inhabitants of the 
Highlands were divided into clans. The king, 
when he kept his court in the mountains, was 
conſidered, by the whole nation, as the chief of 
their blood. Their ſmall number, as well as the 


preſence of their prince, prevented thoſe diviſions, 


which, afterwards, ſprung forth into ſo many 
ſeparate tribes. When the ſeat of government 
was removed to the ſouth, thoſe who remained 
in the Highlands were, of courſe, neglected. 
They naturally formed themſelves into ſmall ſo— 
cieties, independent of one another. Each fo. 
cicty had its own regulus, who either was, or in 
the ſucceſhon of a few generations, was regarded 
as chief of their blood. The nature of the 
country favoured an inſtitution of this fort. A 
ſew valleys, divided from one another by exten— 
five heaths and impaſſable mountains, ſorm the 
{ace of the Highlands. In theſe valleys the chicts 
jixed their reſidence. Round them, and almoſt 
within ſight of their dwellings, were the habita- 
tions of their relations and dependents. 

The feats of the Highland chiefs were neither 
diſagreeable nor inconvenient. Surrounded with 
mountains and hanging woods, they were co— 
vered from the inclemency of the weather. Near 
them generally ran a pretty large river, which, 
diſcharging itſelf not far off, into an arm of the 
tea, or cxtenſive lake, ſwarmed with variety of 
ihn. The woods were ſtocked with wild-towi; 
and the heaths and mountains behind them were 
the natural ſeat of the red-deer and roe. If we 
make allowance for the backward ſtate of agri- 
culture, the valleys were not unfertile; afiori- 
ing, if not all the conveniences, at leaſt 11 ne- 

ceſſarics 
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ceſſaries of life. Here the chief lived, the ſu- 
preme judge and lawgiver of his own people; but 
his ſway was neither ſevere nor unjuſt, As the 
populace regarded him as the chief of their blood, 
ſo he, in return, conſidered them as members of 
his family. His commands, therefore, though 
abſolute and deciſive, partook more of the autho- 
rity of a father than of the rigour of a judge. 
Though the whole territory of the tribe was con- 
ſidered as the property of the chief, yet his vaſ- 
{als made him no other conſideration for their 
lands than ſervices, neither burdenſome nor fre- 
quent. As he ſeldom went from home, he was at 
no expence. His table was ſupplied by his own 
herds, and what his numerous attendants killed 
in hunting. 

In this rural kind of magnificence, the High- 
land chiefs lived, for many ages. At a diſtance 
from the ſeat of government, and ſecured, by 
the inaccelhibleneſs of their country, they were 
free and independent. As they had little com- 
munication with ſtrangers, the cuſtoms of their 
anceſtors remained among them, and their lan- 
guage retained its original purity. Naturally 
fond of military fame, and remarkably attached 
to the memory of their anceſtors, they delighted 
in traditions and ſongs, concerning the exploits of 
their nation, and eſpecially of their own particu- 
lar families. A ſucceſſion of bards was retained 
in every clan, to hand down the memorable ac- 
tions of their forefathers. As Fingal and his 
chicfs were the moſt renowned names in tradition, 
the bards took care to place them in the genealogy 
of every great family. They became famous a- 
mong the people, and an object of fiction and 
poetry to the bards. 


1 The 


0 2 


i, oat 
ſa oY - 


1 * 14 
* „% 8 2 — 
2 „ I 
A an r 4 . 
eb _ it. * 
* * 
* _ 
s — 


. hy = . = 9 
* 1 4 1 
——— ————— — » 
5 , . * * 
— —— 
* \ 4 


—__ ——— 
* 


8 


— tt Mo dt Mos 
- 2 
= 
— 


# 5 


Baths. Aa 
* 
- 2 * 
_ 


« * * * 
, p 8 4 
7 — di. —— oe 4 as 2 


„ 
— —ͤ——ůů _— * UA 


8 
} 
- 
9 
A 
= 
I 
5 
* 
Ll 
» 
* 
a] 
* 
a 
t 
4 


172 A DISSERTATION CONCERNING 


The bards erected their immediate patrons into 
heroes, and celebrated them in their ſongs. Az 
the circle of their knowledge was narrow, their 
ideas were confined in proportion. A few hap. 
py expreſſions, and the manners they repreſent, 
may pleaſe thoſe who underſtand the language 
their obſcurity and inaccuracy would diſguſt in a 
tranſlation. It was chiefly for this reaſon, that 
I have rejected wholly the works of the bards in 
my publications. Oflian acted in a more exten- 
ſive ſphere, and his ideas ought to be more no. 
ble and univerſal z neither gives he, I preſume, 
ſo many of thoſe peculiarities, which are only 
underſtood in a certain period or country. The 
other bards have their beauties, but not in this 
ſpecies of compoſition. Their rhimes, only cal- 
culated to kindle a martial ſpirit among the vul- 
gar, afford very little pleaſure to genuine taſte, 
"Chis obſervation only regards their poems of the 
heroic kind; in every inferior ſpecies of poetry 
they are more ſucceſsful. They expreſs the ten- 
der melancholy of deſponding love, with ſimpli— 
City and nature. So well adapted are the ſounds 
of the words to the ſentiments, that, even with- 
out any knowledge of the language they pierce 
and diſſolve the heart. Succeſsful love is expreſs- 
cd with peculiar tendernefs and elegance. In all 
their compoſitions, except the heroic, which was 
ſolely calculated to animate the vulgar, they give 
us the genuine language of the heart, without 
any of thoſe affected ornaments of phraſeology, 
which, tho' intended to beautify ſentiments, di- 
veſt them of their natural force. The ideas, it 
is confeſſed, are too local, to be admired, in ano- 
ther language; to thoſe who are acquainted with 
the manners they repreſent, and the ſcenes they 

deſcribe, 
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deſcribe, they mult afford pleaſure and ſatisfact- 
tion. 

It was the locality of their deſcription and ſen- 
timent, that, probably, has kept them hitherto in 
the obſcurity of an almoſt loſt language. The 
ideas of an unpoliſhed period are ſo contrary to 
the preſent advanced ſtate of ſociety, that more 
than a common mediocrity of taſte 15 required, 
to reliſh them as they deſerve. Thoſe who alone 
are capable of transferring ancient poetry into a 
modern language, might be better employed in 
giving originals of their own, were it not for that 
wretched envy and meanneſs which affects to deſ- 
piſe cotemporary genius. My firſt publication 
was merely accidental. Had I then met with 


leſs approbation, my after-purſuits would have- 


been more proſitable; at leaſt 1 might have con- 
tinued to be ſtupid, without being branded with 
dulneſs. 


Theſe. poems may furniſh light to antiquarics, 


as well as ſome pleaſure to the lovers of poctry. 
The firſt population of Ireland, its firſt kings, 
and ſeveral circumſtances, which regard its con- 
neCtion of old with the ſouth and north of Bri- 
tain, are preſented in ſeveral epiſodes. The ſub- 
ject and cataſtrophe of the poem are founded up- 
on facts, which regarded the firſt peopling of that 
country, and the conteſts between the two Bri- 
tiſh nations, who originally inhabited that iſland. 


In a preceding part of this Diſſertation, I have 


ſhewn how ſuperior the probability of this ſyſtein 
is to the undigeſted fictions of the Iriſh bards, 
and the more recent and regular legends of both 
Iriſh and Scottiſh hiſtorians. I mean not to give 
offence to the abettors of the high antiquities of 
the two nations, though I have all along expreſs- 
ed my doubts, concerning the veracity and abilt- 
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ties of thoſe who deliver down their ancient hiſt. 
iy. For my own part, I prefer the national 
ſame, ariling from a few certain facts, to tlie 
Jegendary and uncertain annals of ages of remote 
and obſcure antiquity. No kingdom now eſta. 
pliſhed in Europe can pretend to equal antiquity 
with that of the Scots, inconſiderable as it may 
appear in other reſpects, even according to m 

tyitem, ſo that it is altogether needleſs to fix its 
origin a fictitious millennium before. 


Since the firſt publication of theſe poems, ma- me 
ny inſinuations have been made, and doubts ariſen Me 
concerning their authenticity. Whether theſe E 
ſuſpicions are ſuggeſted by prejudice, or are only ot 
the eſfects of malice, I neither know nor care, {a 
Thoſe who have doubted my veracity have paid a 
a compliment to my genius; and were even the V 
allegation true, my ſelf-denial might have atoned | 


for my fault. Without vanity 1 ſay it, I think 
could write tolerable poetry ; and I aſſure my 
antagoniſts, that I ſhould not tranflate what I 
could not imitate. 

As prejudice is the effect of ignorance, I am 
not ſurprized at its being general. An age that 
produces few marks of genius ought to be {par- 
ing of admiration. The truth is, the bulk of man- 
kind have ever been led, by reputation more than 

taſte, in articles of literature. If all the Romans, 
who admired Virgil, underſtood his beauties, he 
would lave ſcarce deſerved to have come down 
to us, through fo many centurics. Unlets genius 
were in fatlion, Homer himſelf might have 
written in vain. He that wiſhes to come with 
weight, on the ſuperficial, muſt Kim the ſur— 
face, in their own thallow way. Were my aim 
to gain the many, I would write a madrigal ſooner 
than a heroic poem. Laberius himfelf would 


be 


amon 
tion. A Scotchman, tolerably converſant in Lis 
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be always ſure of more followers than Sophocles. 

Some who doubt the authenticity of this work, 
with peculiar acuteneſs appropriate them to the 
Iriſh nation. Tho' it is not eaſy to conceive how 
theſe poems can belong to Ireland and to me at 
once, I (hall examine the ſubject, without further 
animadverſion on the blunder. 

Of all the nations deſcended from the ancient 
(lte, the Scots and Irith are the moſt fimilar in 
language, cuſtoms, and manners. This argues a 
more intimate connection between them, than a 
remote deſcent from the great Celtic ſtock. It is 
evident, in ſhort, that at ſome one period or 
other, they formed one ſociety, were ſubject to the 
ſame government, and were, in all retpects, one 
and the fame people. How they became divided, 
which the colony, or which the mother nation, [ 
have in another work amply difcuffed. The hir{t 
circumſtance that induced me to diſregard the 
rulgarly-receryed opinion of the Hibernian ex- 
traction of the Scottith nation, was my obſerva— 
tions on their ancient language. That dialect of 
the Celtic tongue, ſpoken in the north of Scot— 
land, is much more pure, more agrecable to its 
mother language, and more abounding with pri- 
mitives, than that now ſpoken, or even that 
which has been written for ſome centuries back, 


zſt the moſt unmixed part of the Iriſh na— 


own language, underitands an Irith compo. tion, 


from that derivative analogy which it has to the 
Galic of North Britain. An Iriſhman, on the 
other hand, without the aid of ſtudy, can never 


underſtand a compoſition in the Galic tongue. 


This affords a proof, that the Scotch Calic is the 
moſt original, and conſequently, the language of 
a more ancient and unmixed people. The lrith, 
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however backward they may be to allow any 
thing to the prejudice of their antiquity, ſeem in. 
advertently to ackowledge it, by the very appel. 
lation they give to the dialect they ſpeak. They 
call their own language Caglic, Eirinach, i. e. Ca- 
ledonian Iriſh, when, on the contrary, they call 
the dialect of North Britain a Cha#lic, or the Ca. 
ledoniau tongue, emphatically. A circumſtance of 
this nature tends more to decide which is the 
molt ancient nation, than the united teſtimonies 
of a whole legion of ignorant bards and ſenachies, 
who, perhaps, never dreamed of bringing the 
Scots from Spain to Ireland, till ſome one of 
them, more learned than the reſt, diſcovered, 
that the Romans called the firſt Beria, and the 
latter Hibernia. On ſuch a flight foundation 
were probably built the romantic fictions, con- 
cerning the Mileſians of Ireland. 

From internal proofs it ſuſſiciently appears, 
that the poems publiſhed under the name of Oſ- 
ſian, are not of Iriſh compoſition. The favou- 
rite chimzra, that Ireland is the mother-country 
of the Scots, is totally ſubrerted and ruined. 
The fictions concerning the antiquities of that 
country, which were forming for ages, and grow- 
ing as they came down, on the hands of ſucceſ- 
five /enachies and fileas, are found, at laſt, to be 
the ſpurious brood of modern and ignorant ages. 
To thoſe who know how tenacious the Iriſh are, 
of their pretended 1berian deſcent, this alone is 
proof ſufficient, that poems ſo ſubverſive of 
their ſyſtem, could never be produced by au 
Hibernian bard. But when we look to the lan- 
guage, it is ſo different from the Iriſh dialect, 
that it would be as ridiculous to think, that Mil- 
ton's Paradiſe Loſt could be wrote by a Scottiih 

peaſant, 
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peaſant, as to ſuppoſe, that the poems aſcribed to 
Oſſian were writ in Ireland. 


The pretenſions of Ireland to Offian proceed 


from another quarter. 'There are handed down, 
in that country, traditional poems, concerning 
the Fiona, or the heroes of Fion Mac Comnal. 
This Fion, ſay the Iriſh annaliſts, was general of 


the militia of Ireland, in the reign of Cormac, in 


the third century, Where Keating and O'Fla- 
herty learned, that Ireland had an embodied mili- 
tia ſo early, is not eaſy for me to determine. 
Their information certainly did not come from 
the Irifh poems, concerning Fian. I have juit 
now in my hands, all that remain, of thoſe compo- 
ſitions; but, unluckily for the antiquities of Ire- 


land, they appear to be the work of a very mo- - 


dern period. Every ſtanza, nay almoſt every line, 
affords ſtriking proofs, that they cannot be three 
centuries old. Their alluſions to the manners 
and cuſtoms of the fifteenth century, are ſo many 
that it is matter of wonder to me, how any one 
could dream of their antiquity. They are entire- 
ly writ in that romantic taſte, which prevailed 


two ages ago. Giants, enchanted caſtles, dwarſs, 


palfreys, witches and magicians form the whole 
circle of the poet's invention. The celebrated 
Fion could ſcarcely move from one hillock to ano- 
ther, without encountering a giant, or being en— 
tangled in the circles of a magician. Witches, on 
broomſticks, were continually hovering round 
him, like crows; and he had freed enchanted 
virgins in every valley in Ireland. In ſhort, 
Fim, great as he was, paſſed a diſagreeable life. 
Not only had he to engage all the miſchicfs in his 
own country, foreign armies invade. him, aſſiſted 
by magicians and witches, and headed by kings, 
as tall as the main-maſt of a firſt rate. It mult: 
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be owned, however that Fien was not inferior to 
them in height. 


A chos air Cromleach, druim-ard, 
Clos cile air Crom-meal dubh, 
Thoga Fin le lun li mhoir 
An d'uiſge o Lullair na fruth. 
Wich one ſoot on Cremleach his brow, 
The other on Crommal the dark, 
Lieu took up with his large hand 
the water from [uber of the ſtreams. 


Cremleach and Cremmal were two mountains in 
the neighbourhood of one another, in Ullter, and 
the river Lular ran through the intermediate 
valley. The property of ſuch a monſter as this 
Ficn, I ſhould never have diſputed with any 
nation. But the bard himſelf, in the poem, from 
which the above quotation 13 taken, cedes him 
to Scotland. 
Fion o ALB, ſiol nan laoich! 
Filo d from XLN, race &f heroes / 

Were it allowable to contradict the authority of 
a bard, at this diſtance of time, 1 ſhould have 
given as wy opinion, that this enormous Lian 
was of the race of the Hibernian giants, of Rua- 
nus, or ſome other celebrated name, rather than 
a native of Caledonia, whote inhabitants, now at 
leaſt, are not remarkable for their ſtature. As 
tor the poctry, I leave it to the reader. 

if Lien was ſo remarkable for his ſtature, his 
heroes had alio other ant properties. 
Ii aveight all the ſens of firangers, yielded to the 
celebrated Ton-ioſal; and for hardneſs of ſkull, 
and, perhaps for thickneſs too, the valiant Of- 
car ſtood unrivalled and alain. Oſſian himfcit 
ad many ſingular and leſs delicate qualifications, 
than playing on the harp ; and the brave Cuthui- 


lin was of ſo diminutive a ſize, as to be taken 


for a child of two years: of age, by the gigantic 
Swaran. 'To illuſtrate this ſubject, I ſhall hers 
lay before the rezder, the hiſtory of fome of the 
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rich poems, concerning Fion Mac Comnal. A 
tran{lation of theſe pieces, if well executed, 
might afford ſatisfaction, in an uncommon way, 
to the public. But this ought to be the work 
of a native of Ireland. 10 draw forth, from 
obſcurity, the poems of my own country, has 
waited all the time I had allotted for the muſes; 
beſides, I am too dithdent of my own abilities, 
to undertake ſuch a work. A gentleman in 
Dublin accuſed me to the public, of committing 
blunders and abſurdities, in tranilating the lan- 
guage of my .own country, and that before any 
tranſlation of mine appeared “. How the gentle- 
man came to fee my blunders. before I com- 
mitted them, is not eaſy to determine; if he did 
not conclude, that, as a Scotſman, and, of courſe 
deſcended of the Mileſian race, I might have 
committed ſome of thoſe overſights, which, per- 
haps very unjuilly, are ſaid to be peculiar to 
them. 

From the whole tenor of the Iriſh poems, con- 
cerning the £:9ne, it appears, that Lien Mac 

| | Commatl 


In Faulkner's Dublin Journal, of the 1ſt December, 1777, 
appeared the following advertifement : two weeks belore 
my firit publication appeared in London. 


Speedily will be publiſhed, by a gentleman of this kingdom, 
who hath been, for ſome time palt, employed in tranflating 
and writing higzorical Notes to 
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Originally wrote in the iriſh or Erſe language. In the preface 
to which, the tranſlator, who is a periet maſter of the Iril 
tongue, will give an account of the manners and cuitoms ct 
the ancient Iriſh or Scotch: and, therefore, molt humbly in- 
treats the public to wait for his edition, which will appear in 


a ſhort time, as he will ſet forth all the blunders and abſur- 


dities in the edition now printing in London, and ſhe the 


ignorance of the Engliſh tranſlator, in his knowledge of l[:ifk. 


grammar, not un lcrtanding any part of that accideucg. 


— 


OS — Set = wwe 
1 . * 


* 


DA. Hoa E BY "6 
= - 


——TA@@Cd. Do — 


r _—o— oo 
, 


* 
= 
4 


— 


——— 


— — 2 woe as 


> 


| 
| 


ls AER >, one 


- 


[7 
1 
. 


— 
— 


— 
— 


180 A DISSERTATION CONCERNING 


Comnal flouriſhed in the reign of Cormac, which 
is placed, by the univerſal! conſent of the ſen. 
chies, in the third century. They even fix the 
death of Fingal in the year 286, yet his fon Of. 
ſian is made cotemporary with St. Patrick, who 
preached the goſpel in Ireland about the middle 
of the fifth age. Oſſian, though, at that time, 
he muſt have been two hundred and liſty years 
of age, had a daughter young enough to become 
wife to the ſaint. On account of this family 
connection, Patrick of the Pſalms, for ſo the 
apoſtle of Ireland is emphatically called in the 
poems, took great delight in the company of 
Oſhan, and in hearing the great actions of his 
family. The ſaint ſometimes threw off the aulte- 
rity of his profeſſion, drunk freely, and had 
his ſoul properly warmed with wine, to receive 
with becoming enthuſiaſm, the poems of his fa- 
ther-in-law. One of the poems begins with this 
piece of uſeful information. 

Lo don rabh Pavpric na mhür, 

Gun Sailm air uidh, ach a gol, 

Ghluais E thizh G mhic Fion, 

O fan leis bu bhinn à ghloir. 
The title of this poem is Teantach mor na Fiona. It 
appears to have been founded on the ſame ſtory 
with the battle of Lora. The circumſtances and 
cataſtrophe in both are much the ſame; but the 
Iriſh Offian diſcovers the age in which he lived, 
by an unlucky anachroniſm. After deſcribing 
the total rout of Erragon, he very gravely 
concludes with this remarkable anecdote, that 
none of the foe eſcaped, but a few, who were 
permitted to go on a pilgrimage to the Hely Land. 
This circumſtance fixes the date of the compoſi- 
tion of the piece ſome centuries after the famous 
croiſade; ſor, it is evident, that the poet thought 
the 
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the time of the croiſade ſo ancient, that he con- 
founds it with the age of Fingal. Erragon, in 
the courſe of this poem, is often called, 

Riogh Ze:5/in an do ſhloigh, 

King of Denmark of txvo nations, 
which alludes to the union of the kingdoms of 
Norway and Denmark, a circumſtance which 
happened under Margaret de Waldemar, in the 
clole of the fourteech age. Modern, however, 
as this pretended Oſſian was, it is certain, he 
lived before the Iriſh had dreamed of appropri- 
ating Fion, or Fingal, to themſelves. He con- 
cludes the poem, with this reflection : 

Na fagha ſe comhthrom nan n' arm, 

Erragon Mac Annir nun lann glas 

San n' ALBIN nin”? abairtair 'I'riath- 

Agus ghlacite un n' Fh as, 
„% Had Erragon, ſon of Annir of gleaming 
ſwords, avoided the unequal conteit of arms, 
(ſingle combat) no chief thould have afterwards 
been numbered in Alulod, and the heroes of 
Fion ſhould no more be named.” 

The next pocm that falls under our obſerva- 
tion is Cath-cabhra, or, the death of Ofcar. This 
piece is founded on the ſame ſtory which we have 
in the ſirſt book of Temora. 50 little thought 
the author of Cath-cabhra of making Oſcar his 
countryman, that in the courſe of two hundred 
lines, of which the poem conſiſt, he puts the 
following expreſſion thrice in the mouth. of the 
hero : 

Ani an ſa d' roina m' arach.—— 
ALBIN z0bere I was born and bred, 
The poem contains almoſt all the incidents in 
the firſt book of Temora. In one circumſtance 
the bard differs materially from Ofhan. Oſcar, 
after he was mortally wounded by Cairbar, was 
carried 
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carried by his people to a neighbouring hi 
which commanded a proſpect of the ſea. A flee 
appeared at a diſtance, and the hero exclaim; 
with joy, 

Loingeas mo ſhean-athair at” an 

'S iad a tia: hd le cabhair chugain, 

O Ari na n' ioma ſtuagh. 
66 It is the fleet of my grandfather, coming with 
aid to our field, from ALhION of many waves !” 
— Fhe teſtimony of this bard is ſuſficient to 
confute the idle fictions of Keating and O'Fla. 
herty ; for though he is far from being ancient, 
it is probable he flouriſhed a full century before 
theſe hiſtorians. He appears, however, to have 
been a much better chriſtian than chronologer; 
for #70, though he is placed two centuries before 
St. Patrick, very devoutly recommends the ſoul 
of his grandſon to his Redeemer. 

Duan a Gharibh Mac-Starn is another Iriſh 
poem in high repute. The grandeur of its images, 
and its propriety of ſentiment, might have in- 
duced mc to give a tranſlation of it, had not J 
ſome expectations, which are now over, of ſec- 
ing it in the collection of the Iriſh Oſſian's poems, 
promiſed twelve years ſince, to the public. The 
author deſcends ſometimes from the region of the 
ſublime to low and indecent deſcription ; the laſt 
of which, the Irith tranſlator, no doubt, will 
chooſe to leave in the obſcurity of the original, 
In this piece Cuthullin 1s uſed with very little ce- 
remony, for he is oft called, the dog of Tara, in 
the county of Meath. This ſevere title of the 
redoubtable Cathullin, the moſt renowned of Iriſh 
champions, proceeded from the poet's ignorance 
of etymology. Cu, voice, or commander, ſigni— 
tics alſo a dg. The poet choſe the laſt, as the 
wolt noble appellation for his hero. 

The 
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The ſubject of the poem is the ſame with that 
of the epic poem of Fingal. Caribh Mac-Starn 
is the ſame with Othan's Swaran, the ſon of 
Starno. His ſingle combats with, and his vic- 
tory over all the heroes of Ireland, excepting 
the celebrated dog of Tara, i. e. Cuthullin, afford 
matter for two hundred lines of tolerable poetry. 
Caribh's progreſs in ſearch of Cuthullin, and his 
intrigue with the gigantic Emir-bragal, that 
kero's wife, enables the poet to extend his piece 
to four hundred lines. This author, it is true, 
makes Cuthullin a native of Ireland; the gigan- 
tic Emir-bragal he calls the guiding flar of the 
wmen of Ireland. The property of this enor- 
mous lady I ſhall not diſpute with him, or any 
other. But as he ſpeaks with great tenderneſs 
of the daughters of the convent, and throws out 
ſome hints againſt the Englith nation, it is pro- 
bable he lived in too modern a period to be in- 
timately acquainted with the gencalogy of Cu- 
thullin. | 

Another Iriſh Oſſian, for there were many, 
as appears from their difference in language and 
ſentiment, ſpeaks very dogmatically of Yi Mac 
C:mnal, as an Iriſhman. Little can be ſaid for 
the judgment of this poet, and leſs for his delica- 
cy of ſentiment. The hiſtory of one of his epi- 
ſodes, may at once, ſtand as a ſpecimen of his 
want of both. Ireland, in the days of Fin, hap- 
pened to be threatened with an invaſion, by three 
great potentates, the kings of Lochlin, Sweden, 
and France. It is needleſs to inſiſt upon the im- 
propriety of a French invaſion of Ircland; it 18 
luitcient for me to be faithful to the language of 


my author. Fizn, upon receiving intelligence of 


the intended invaſion, ſent Ca-olt, Oſhan, and 
Vicar, to watch the bay, in which it was appre- 
tended 
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hended, the enemy was to land. Oſcar was the 
worſt choice of a {cout that could be made, for 
brave as he was, he had the bad property of fall. 
ing very often aſleep on his poſt, nor was it. po. 
ſible to awake him, without cutting off one of 
his fingers, or daſhing a large ſtone againſt his 
head. When the enemy appeared, Olcar, very 
unfortunately, was afleep. Oſhan and Ca-olt 
conſulted about the method of wakening him, 
and they, at laſt, fixed on the ſtone, as the leſs 
dangerous expedient. 


Gun thog Caoilte a chlach, nach gan, 
Agus an' aighai' chican gun bhuail; . 
'I'ri mil an tulloch gun chri', &c. 

&« Ca-olt took up a heavy ſtone, and ſtruck it 
againſt the hero's head. The hill ſhook for three 
miles, as the ſtone rebounded and rolled away.” 
Oſcar roſe in wrath, and his father gravely de- 
fired him to ſpend his rage on his enemies, 
which he did to fo good purpoſe, that he ſingly 
Touted a whole wing of their army. The confe— 
derate xings advanced, notwithſtanding, till they 
came to a narrow pals, poſſeſſed by the celebrated 
Ton-ioſal. This name is very ſignificant of the 
ſingular property of the hero who bore it. Ton- 
ioſal, though brave, was ſo heavy and unwieldy, 
that when he ſat down, it took the whole force 
of an hundred men to ſet him upright on his ſeet 
again. Luckily for the preſervation of Ireland, 
the hero happened to be ſtanding when the enc- 
my appeared, and he gave ſo good an account of 
them, that Lien, upon his arrival, found little to 
do, but to divide the ſpoil among his ſoldiers. 

All theſe extraordinary heroes, Fion, Oſſian, 
Oſcar and Ca-olt, ſays the poet, were 

Siol Exix na gorm lann, 
The fons of ERIN of L'ue cel. 
Neither 
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Neither ſhall I much' diſpute the matter with 


him: he has my conſent alſo to appropriate to 


Ireland the celebrated Ton-ioſal. I ſhall only 
ſay that they are different perſons from thoſe of 
the ſame name, in the Scotch poems; and that, 
though the ſtupendous valour of the firit is ſo re- 
markable, they have not been equally lucky with 
the latter, in their poet. It is ſomewhat extra- 
ordinary, that Fion, who lived ſome ages before 
St. Patrick, ſwears like a very good chriſtian ; 


Air an Dia do chum gach cafe, 

By God who ſhaped every caſe. 
It is worthy of being remarked, that, in the line 
quoted, Oſſian, who lived in St. Patrick's days, 
ſeems to have underſtood ſomething of the Eng- 
liſh, a language not then ſubſiiting. A perſon, 
more ſanguine for the honour of his country than 
I am, might argue, from this circumſtance, that 
this pretendedly Iriſh Oſſian was a native of Scot- 
land; for my countrymen are univerſally allow- 
ed to have an excluſive right to the ſecond-fight, 

From the inſtances given, the reader may form 

a complete idea of the Iriſh compoſitions con- 
cerning the Fiona. The greateſt part of them 
make the heroes of Fon, 

Siol ALBIN a n'nioma caoile. 

The race of ALBION of many firths. 
The reſt make them natives of Ireland. But, 
the truth is, that their authority is of little con- 
ſequence on either ſide, From the inſtances I 
have given, they appear to have been the work 
of a very modern period. The pious ejaculations 
they contain, their alluſions to the manners of 
the times, fix them to the fifteenth century. 
Had even the authors of theſe pieces avoided all 
«luhons to their own times, it is impoſſible that 
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the poems could paſs for ancient, in the eyes of 
any perſon tolerably converſant with the Iriſh 
tongue. The idiom is ſo corrupted and ſo man 
words borrowed from the Engliſh, that the lan- 
guage muſt have made conſiderable progreſs in 
Ireland before the poems were written, 

It remains new to ſhew, how the Iriſh bard; 
begun to appropriate the Scottiſh Oſſian and bis 
heroes to their own country. After the Engliſh 
conqueſt, many of the natives of ireland, averſe 
to a foreign yoke, either actually were in a ſtate 
of hoſtility with the conquerors, or, at leaſt, paid 
little regard to their government. 'The Scots in 
thoſe ages, were often in open war, and never in 
cordial friendſhip with the Engliſh. The ſimi— 
larity of mannersand language, the traditions con- 
cerning their common origin, and above all, their 
having to do with the ſame enemy, created a free 
and friendly intercourſe between the Scottiſh 
and Irith nations. As the cuſtom of retaining 
bards and ſenachies was common to both; fo 
each, no doubt, had formed a ſyſtem of hiſtory 
it matters not how much ſoever fabulous, con- 
cerning their reſpective origin. It was the natu- 
ral policy of the times, to reconcile the tradi- 
tions of both nations together, and, if poſſible, 
to deduce them from the fame original flock. 

The daxon manners and language had at that 
time made great progreſs in the ſouth of dcot— 
land. The ancient language, and the traditional 
hiſtory of the nation, became contined entirely 
to the inhabitants of the Highlands, then fallen, 
from ſeveral concurring circumſtances, into the 
laſt degree of ignorance and barbariſm. The 
Iriſh, who, for ſome ages before the conqueſt, 
had poſſeſled a competent ſhare of that kind ct 
learning, which then prevailed in Europe, found 

it 
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it no diificult matter to impoſe their own fictions 
on the ignorant Highland ſenachies. By flatter- 
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ing the vanity of the Highlanders, with their long 1 
t of Heremonian kings and heroes, they, 9 
without contradiction, aſſumed to themſelves bf. 
the character of being the mother nation of the 9 


Scots of Britain. At this time, certainly, was 
cltablithed that Hibernian ſyſtem of the original 1 
of the Scots, which afterwards, for want of any _ 
other, was univerſally received. The Scots of 
the low country, who, by loſing the language 
of their anceſtors, loſt, together with it, their . 
national traditions, received, implicitly, the hiſ- 1 
tory of their country, from Iriſh refugees, or 
ſrom Highland ſenachies, perſuaded over into 


the Hibernian ſyſtem. q 

Theſe circumſtances are far from being ideal. 4 
We have remaining many particular traditions, 4 
which bear teſtimony to a fact, of itfelf abun- 'Y 
dantly probable. What makes the matter in- 7 


conteitable is, that the ancient traditional ac- 
counts of the genuine origin of the Scots, have 
been handed down without interruption. "Tho? 
a few 1gnorant ſenachies might be perſuaded out 
of their own opinion, by the ſinoothneſs of an 
Iriſh tale, it was impoſſible to eradicate, from 
among the bulk of the people, their own national 
traditions. Theſe traditions afterwards ſo much 
prevalied, that the Highlanders continue totall; 
un2cquainted with the pretended Hibernian ex- 
tract of the Scots nation. Ignorant chronicle wri- 
ters, {trangers to the ancient language of their 
country, preſerved only from falling to the =_ 
ground fo improbable a Kory. 
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This ſubject, perhaps, is purſued further than 1 

it deſerves; but a diſcuſſion of the pretenſions of + 
Ircland, was become in ſome meaſure neceſſary. 10 
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If the Iriſh poems, concerning the Fiona, ſhouly 
appear ridiculous, it is but juſtice to obſerve, that 
they are ſcarcely more ſo than the poems of other 
nations, at that period. On other ſubjects, the 


bards of Ireland have diſplayed a genius for poe. . 


try. It was, alone, in matters of antiquity, that 
they were monſtrous 1n their fables. "Their love. 
ſonnets, and their elegies on the death of perſons 
worthy or renowned, abound with ſimplicity, 
and a wild harmony of numbers. They become 
more than an atonement of their errors, in eve 

other ſpecies of poetry. But the beauty of theſe 
ſpecies, depends ſo much on a certain curio/a fe. 
licitas of expreſſion in the original, that they muſt 
appear much to diſadvantage in another lan- 


guage, 
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A CRITICAL 
DISSERTATION 


A 


POEMS or 0881 AN., 


THE SON OF FINGAL. 


AON the monuments remaining of the 
and ent {tate of nations, few are more valuable 
than their poems or ſongs. Hiſtory, when it 
treats of remote and dark ages, is ſeldom very 
inſtructive. The beginnings of ſociety, in every 
country, are involved in fagulous confuſion ; and 
though they were not, they would furniſh few 
cvents worth recording. But, in every period of 
ſociety, human manners are a curious ſpectacle ; 
and the molt natural pictures of ancient manners 
are exhibited in the ancient poems of nations. 
Theſe preſent to us, what is much more valuable 
than the hiſtory of ſuch tranſactions as a rude age 
can afford, The hiſtory of human imagination 
and paſſion. They make us acquainted with the 
notions and feelings of our fellow-creatures in 
the moſt artleſs ages; diſcovering what objects 
they admired, and what pleaſures they puriucd, 
before thoſe refinements of ſocicty lad taken 


place, 
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place, which enlarge indeed, and diverſify the 
tranſactions, but diſguiſe the manners of man. 
kind. | 

Beſides this merit, which ancient poems have 
with philoſophical obſervers of human nature, 


they have another with perſons of taſte. They - 


promiſe ſome of the higheſt beauties of poetic] 
writing. Irregular and unpoliſhed we may ex. 
pect the productions of uncultivated ages to be; 
but abounding, at the ſame. time, with that cn- 
thuſiaſm, that vehemence and fire, which are the 
ſoul of poetry. For many circumſtances of thoſe 
times which we call barbarous, are favourable 
to the poetical ſpirit. That ſtate in which hu- 
man nature ſhoots wild and free, though untit for 
other improvements, certainly encourages the 
high exertions of fancy and paſſion. 

In the infancy of ſocieties, men live ſcattered 
and diſperſed, in the midſt of ſolitary rural ſcencs, 


where the beauties of nature are their chief en- 


tertainment. They meet with many objects, to 
them new and ſtrange; their wonder and ſur- 
prize are frequently excited; and by the ſudden 
changes of fortune occurring in their unſettled 
{tate of life, their paſhons are raiſed to the utmoſt, 
their paſſions bave nothing to reſtrain them: 
their imagination has nothing to check it. They 
diſplay themſelves to one another without dif- 
uiſe : and converſe and act in the uncovered ſim- 
plicity of nature. As their feelings are ſtrong, ſo 
their language, of itſelf, aſſumes a poctical turn. 
Prone to exaggerate, they deſcribe every thing in 
the ſtrongeſt colours; which of courſe renders 
their ſpeech pictureſque and figurative. Figura- 
tive language owes its riſe chiefly to two cauſes; 
to the want of proper names for objects, and to 
the influence of imagination and paſſion over the 

| form 
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orm of expreſſion. Both theſe cauſes concur in 
the infancy of ſociety. Figures are commonly 
conſidered as artificial modes of ſpeech, deviſed 
by orators and poets, after the world had advanc- 
ed to a refined ſtate. 'The contrary of this is the 
truth. Men never have uſed ſo many figures of 
ſtyle, as in thoſe rude ages, when, beſides the 
power of a warm imagination to ſuggeſt lively 
images, the want of proper and preciſe terms for 
the ideas they would expreſs, obliged them to 
have recourſe to circumlocution, metaphor, com- 
pariſon, and all thoſe ſubſtituted forms of expreſ- 
ſion, which give a poetical air to language. An 
American chief, at this day, harangues at the 
head of his tribe, in a more bold metaphorical 
ſtyle, than a modern European would adventure 
to uſe in an Epic poem. 

In the progreſs of ſociety, the genius and man- 
ners of men undergo a change more favourable 
to accuracy than to ſprightlineſs and ſublimity. 
As the world advances, the underſtanding gains 
ground upon the imagination; the underſtand- 
ing is more exerciſed z; the imagination, leſs, 
Fewer objects occur that are new or ſurprizing. 
Men apply themſelves to trace the cauſes of 
things; they correct and refine one another; they 
ſubdue or diſguiſe their paſſions; they form their 
exterior manners upon one uniform ſtandard of 
politeneſs and civility. Human nature is prun- 
ed according to method and rule. Language ad- 
vances from {ſterility to copiouſneſs, and at the 
ſame time, from fervour and enthuſiaſm, to cor- 
rectneſs and preciſion. Style becomes more 
(haſte ; but leſs animated. The progreſs of the 
world in this reſpect reſembles the progreſs of age 
in man. The powers of imagination are molt 
vigorous and predominant in youth; thoſe of 
the underſtanding ripen more flowly, and often 

Vo“. II. K attain 


© i 4 
i» 
- K&S 


: 
4 
4 
| 
} 
8 
o 
4 
| } 
oo 
4" 
9 


» RESI - <4 
3 


2 4 2 $6 OW 4 
* . 1 

e 

en 2 2 


* 
N * a 4 + — 
* — — — a. ACTON 1 — 


2 


—— —— 


9 „ e 
- = . 
- = [7 
4 To — — DE arm ee wp 
— "Ie k » 
— 
I 8 


294 DISSERTATION ON 


attain not to their maturity, till the imagination 
begin to flag. Hence, poetry, which is the child 
of imagination, is frequently molt glowing and 
animated in the firſt ſtages of ſociety. As the ideas 
of our youth are remembered with a peculiar 


pleaſure on account of their livelineſs and viva. 


city; fo the moſt ancient poems have often proy. 
ed the greateſt favourites of nations. 

Poetry has been faid to be more ancient than 
proſe : and however paradoxical ſuch an aſſertion 
may ſeem, yet, in a qualified ſenſe, it is true, 
Men certainly never converſed with one ancther 
in regular numbers; but even their ordina 
language would, in ancient times, for the reaſons 
before aſſigned, approach to a poetical ityle 
and the firſt compolitions tranſmitted to poſterity 
beyond doubt, were, in a literal ſenſe, poems; 
that is, compoſitions in which imagination had 
the chief hand, formed into ſome kind of num— 
bers, and pronounced with a muſical modulation 
or tone. Muſic or ſong has been found ceeyal 
with ſociety among the moſt barbarous nations. 
The only ſubjects which could prompt men, in 
their firit rude ſtate, to utter their thoughts in 
compolitions of any leugth, were ſuch as natural- 
ly aſſumed the tone of poetry; praiſes of their 
gods, or of their anceſtors; commemorations of 
their own warlike-exploits; or lamentations over 
their misfortunes. And before writing was in- 
vented, no other compoſitions, except ſongs or 
poems, could take ſuch hold of the imagination 
and memory, as to be preſerved by oral tradition, 
and handed down from one race to another. 

Hence we may cxpect to find poems among 
| the antiquities of all nations. It is probable too, 
that an extenfive ſearch would diſcover a certain 
degree of reſemblance among all the moſt ancient 
poctical productions, ſrom whatever _ 

they 
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they have proceeded. -In a ſimilar ſtate of man- 
vers, ſimilar objects and paſſions operating upon 
the imaginations of men, will ſtamp their pro- 
ductions with the ſame general character. Some 
eiverſity will, no doubt, be occahoned by cli- 
mate and genius. But mankind never bear ſuch 
reſembling features, as they do in the begin- 
nings of ſociety. Its ſubſequent revolutions give 
riſe to the principal diſtinctions among nations ; 
and divert, into channels widely ſeparated, that 
current of human genius and manners, which 
deſcends originally from one ſpring. What we 
have been long accuſtomed to call the oriental 
vein of poetry, becauſe ſome of the earlieſt poe- 
ö tical productions have come to us from the Eaſt, 
/ is probably no more oriental than occidental; it 
is characteriſtical of an age rather than a coun- 
; try; and belongs, in ſome meaſure, to all na- 


- tions at a certain period. Of this the works of 
1 Oſſian ſeem to furniſh a remarkable proof. 

| Our preſent ſubject leads us to inveltigate the 
N ancient poetical remains, not ſo much of the 
1 eaſt, or of the Greeks and Romans, as of the 
1 northern nations; in order to diſcover whether 
, the Gothic poetry has any reſemblance to the 
T Celtic or Galic, which we are about to confider. 
Though the Goths, under which name we uſu- 
, ally comprehend all the Scandinavian tribes, 
were a people altogether fierce and martial, and 


noted, to a proverb, for their ignorance of the 
| liberal arts, yet they too, from the earlieſt times, 
| had their poets and their ſongs. Their poets 
were diſtinguiſhed by the. title of Scalders, and 
their ſongs were termed Fy/es*, Saxo Gramma- 

2 ticus, 


* Olaus Wormius, in the appendix to his Treatiſe de Lite- 
ratura Runica, has giveu a particular account of the Gothic 
poetry, 
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ticus, a Daniſh Hiſtorian of conſiderable note 
who flouriſhed in the thirteenth century, in. 


forms 


poetry, commonly called Runic, from Punes, which ſignifies 
the Gothic letters. He informs us that there were no fewer 


than 136 different kinds of meaſure or verſe uſed in their 


Vefcs ; and though we are accuſtomed to call rhyme a Gothic 
invention, he ſays expreſsly, that among all theſe meaſures, 
rhyme, or correſpondence of final ſyllables, was never em- 
ploycd. He analyſes the ſtruQure of one of theſe kinds 0 
verſe, that in which the poem of Lodbrog, afterwards quotcd, 
is written; which exhibits a very ſingular ſpecies of harmony, 
if it can be allowed that name, depending neither upon rhyme 
nor upon metrical fect, or quantity of ſyllables, but chiefly 
upon the number of the ſyllables, and the diſpoſition of the 
letters. In every ſtanza was an equal number of lines : in 
every line ſix ſyllables. In each diftich, it was requiſite that 
three words ſhould begin with the ſame letter; two of the 
correſponding words placed in the firit line of the diſtich, 
the third, in the ſecond line. In cach line were alſo required 
two ſyllables, but never the final ones, formed either of the 
ſame conſonants, or ſame vowels. As an example of this 
meaſure, Olaus gives us theſe two Latin lines conſtructed ex- 
actly according to the above rules of Runic verſe 3 


Chriſtus caput noſtrum 
Coronet te bonis. 


The initial letters of Chriſtus, Caput, and Coronet, make th. 
three correſponding letters of the diſtich. Ia the firit line, the 
firit ſyllables of Chriſtus and of noſtrum; in the ſecond line 
the e in coronet and in bonis make the requiſite correſpon - 
ence of ſyllables. Frequent inverſions and tranſpoſitions Were 
permitted in this poetry; which would naturally follow from 
ſuch laborious attention to the collocation of words. 

Ihe curious on this ſubject may conſult likcwiſęe Dr. Hick's 
"Theſaurus Linguarum Septentrionalium ; particularly the 
23d chapter of his Grammatica Anglo-Saxonica & Mafo- 
Gothica; where they will find a full account of the ſtructure 
of the Anglo-Saxon verſe, which ncarly reſembled the Go- 
thic. They will find allo ſome ſpecimens both of Gothic 
and Saxon poetry. An extract, which Dr. Hick's has given 
ſrom the work of one of the Daniſh Scalders, entitled, Her- 
vurer Saga, containing an evocation from the dead, may be 
found in the 6th volume of Miſcellany Poems, publiſhed by 
Mr. Dryden. 
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forms us that very many of theſe ſongs, contain- 
ing the ancient traditionary ſtories of the coun- 
try, were found engraven upon rocks in the old 
Runic character; ſeveral of which he has tranſ- 
lated into Latin, and inferted into his Hiſtory. 
But his verſions are plainly ſo paraphraſtical, and 
forced into ſuch an imitation of the ſtyle and the 
meaſures of the Roman poets, that one can form 
no judgment ſrom them of the native ſpirit of the 
original. A more curious monument of the 
true Gothic poetry is preſerved by Olaus Wor- 
mius in his book de Literatura Runica. It is an 
Lpicedium, or funeral ſong, compoſed by Reg- 
ner Lodbrog ; and tranſlated by Olaus, word for 
word from the original. This Lodbrog was a 
king of Denmark, who lived in the eighth centu- 
ry, famous for his wars and victories 3 and at 
the ſame time an eminent Scal/der or poet. It 
was his misfortune to fall at laſt into the hands of 
one of his enemies, by whom he was thrown in- 
to priſon, and condemned to be deſtroyed by ſer- 
pents. In this ſituation he ſolaced himſelf with 
rehearſing all the exploits of his life. The poem 


is divided into tweaty-nine ſtanzas, of ten lines 


each; and every ſtanza begins with theſe words, 
Pugnavimus Enſibus, We have fonght with our 
ſwords. Olaus's verſion is in many places ſo ob- 
icure as to be hardly intelligible. I have fſub- 
joined the whole below, exactly as he has pub- 
iſhed it; and ſhall tranſlate as much as may give 
the Englith reader an idea of the ſpirit and ſtrain 
of this kind of poetry *. 

K «© We 


. Pugna vimus Enſibus 
Haud pott longum tempus 
Cum in Cotlandia acceiimus 
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« We have fought with our ſwords. I was 
« young, when, towards the eaſt, in the bay of 


2 


4+ 


Ad ſerpentis immenſi necem 
Tune impetravimus Thoram 
Ex hoc vocarunt me virum 

uod ſerpentem transfodi 
Hirſutam braccam ob illam cedem 
Cuſpide ictum intuli in colubrum 
Ferro lucidorum ſtupendiorum. 


. Multum juvenis fui quando acquiſivimu: 


Orientem verſus in Orconico freto 
Vulnerum amnes avidæ feræ 

Et flavipedi avi 

Accepimus ibidem ſonuerunt 

Ad ſublimes galeas 

Dura ferra magnam eſcam 

Omnis erat oceanus vulnus 

Vadavit corvus in ſanguine Cæſorum. 


. Alte tulimus tunc lanceas 


Quando viginti annos numeravimus 

Et celebrem laudem comparavimus paſſim 
Vicimus octo barenes 

In oriente ante Dimini portum 

Aquilz impetravimus tunc ſufficientem 
Hoſpitii ſumptum in illa ſtrage 

Sudor decidit in vulnerum 

Oceano perdidit exercitus ætatem. 


Pugnz facta copia 

Cum Helſingianos poſtulavimus 
Ad aulam Odini 

Naves direximus in oftium Viftule 
Mucro potuit tum mordere 
Omnis erat vulnus unda 

Terra rubeſacta Calido 

Frendebat gladius in loricas 
Gladius findebat Clypeos. 


Memini neminem tunc fugiſſe 
Priuſquam in navibus 
Herandus in bello caderct 
Non findit navibus 

Alius baro præſtantior 

Mare ad portum 


In navibus longis poſt illum 


Sic attulit princeps pa ſſim 
Alacre in bellum cor. 


6 Oreon, 


GC. Exercitus 
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« Oreon, we made torrents of blood flow, to 
« gorge the ravenous beaſt of prey, and the 
« yellow-footed bird. There reſounded the hard 
« ſteel upon the lofty helmets of men. The 
« whole ocean was one wound. 'The crow 
« waded on the blood of the ſlain. When we 
% had numbered twenty years, we lifted our 


K 4 6% ſpears- 


6, Exercitus abjecit clypeos 
Cum haſta volavit 
Ardua ad virorum pectora 
Momordit Scarforum cautes 
Gladius in pugna 
Sanguineus erat Clypeus 
Antequam Rafno rex caderet 
Fluxit ex virorum capitibus 
Calidus in loricas ſudor. 


Habere potuerunt tum corvi 

Ante Indirorum inſulas 

Sufficientem prædam dilaniandam 
Acquiſivimus feris carnivoris 
Plenum prandium unico actu 
Difficile erat-unius facere mentionem 
Oriente ſole 

Spicula vidi pungere 

Propulerunt arcus ex ſe ferra. 

Altum mugierunt enſes 

Antequam in Lanco campo 

Eiſlinus rex cecidit 
Proceſſimus auro ditati 
Ad terram proſtratorum dimicandum 
Gladius fecuit Clypeorum 

Picturas in galearum conventu 
Cervicum muſtum ex vulneribus 
Diffuſum-per cerebrum fiſſum. 
9: Tenuimus Clypeos in ſanguine 

Cum haſtam unximus 

Ante Boring holmum 
Telorum nubes diſrumpunt clypeum 5 
Extruſit arcus ex ſe metallum 

Volnir cecidit in conflicty 

Non erat illo rex major 

Cæſi diſperſi late per littora 

Feræ amplectebantur eſcam. 


— 10. Pugas' 


* 
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«c ſpears on high, and every where ſpread Our 
renown. Eight barons we overcame in the 
eaſt, before the port of Diminum; and plen. 
titully we feaſted the eagle in that ſlaughter, 
The warm ſtream of wounds ran into the 
ocean. The army fell before us. When we 
ſteered our ſhips into the mouth of the Viity. 
&« 'tula, 


«c 
cc 
cc 
cc 
cc 
co 


to. Pugna maniſeſte creſcebat 


iT. 


12 


Antequam Frcyr rex caderet 

In Flandrorum terra 

Czpit cxruleus ad incidendum 
Sanguine illitus in auream 
Loricam in pugna 

Durus armorum mucro olim 
Virgo deploravit matutinam lenienam 
Multa prieda dabatur feris. 
Centies centenos vidi jacere 

In navibus 

Ubi ZEnglanes vocatur 
Navigavimus ad pugnam 

Per ſex dies antequam exercitus caderet 
Tranſegimus mucronum miſſam 
In exortu ſolis 

Coactus eſt pro noſtris gladiis 
Valdiofur in bello occumbere. 
Ruit pluvia ſanguinis de gladiis 
Præceps in Bardafyrde 
Pallidum corpus pro accipitribus 
Murmuravit arcus ubi mucro 
Acriter mordebat Loricas 


In conflitu 


Odini Pileus Galea 
Cucurrit arcus ad vulnus 


Venenate acutus conſperſus ſudore ſanguines, 


- Tenuimus magica ſcuta 


Alte in pugnæ ludo 

Ante Hiadningum ſinum 
Videre licuit tum viros 

Qui gladiis lacerarunt Clypeos 
In gladiatorio murmure 

Gale attritzz virorum 

Frat ſicut ſplendidam virginenz 
in leQo juxtu 1c collocare, 


14. 


Dura 


2 
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la, we ſent the Helſingians to the Hall of Odin. 
Then did the ſword bite. The waters were 
all one wound, The earth was dyed red with 
the warm ſtream. The ſword rung upon the 
coats of mail, and clove the bucklers in twain. 
None fled on that day, till among his ſihips 
Heraudus fell. Than him no braver baron 
« cleaves 


K 5 


14. Dura venit tempeſtas Clypeis 


Cadaver cecidit in terram 

In Nortumbria | 

Frat circa matutinum tempus 
Hominibus neceſſum erat fugere. 
Ex prelio ubi acute 

Caſſidis campos mordebant gladii 
Erat hoc veluti Juvenem viduam 
In primaria ſede oſculari. 


75, Herthiofe evaſit fortunatus 


16. 


— 


In Auſtralibus Orcadibus ipſe - 
Victorie in noſtris hominibus 
Cogebatur in armorum nimbo 
Rogvaldus occumbere 

ite venit ſummus ſuper accipitres- 
J. uctus in gladiorum ludo 

Sirenue jactabat concuſſor 

Galew ſanguinis teli. 


Guadebat pugna lætus 
Accipiter ob gladiorum ludum 
Non fecit acquilam aut aprum 
Qui Irlandima gubernavit 
Conventus ſiebat ferri & Clypei 
Maurſtanus rex jejunis 

Fiebat in vedræ ſinu 

Prædau data cor vis. 


Bellatorem multum vidi cadere 
Mante ante macheram 

Virum in mucronum diſſidio 

Filio meo incidit mature 

Gladius juxta cor 

Egillus fecit Agnerum ſpoliatum 
Impertertitum virum vita 

Sonuit lancea prope Hamdi 

Griſcam loricam ſplendebant. vexilla. 


Quilibet jacebat tranſverſim ſupra alium. 


28. 


r 
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cleaves the ſea with ſhips; a cheerful hear 
did he ever bring to the combat. Then the 
hoſt threw away their ſhields, when the up- 
lifted ſpear flew at the breaſts of heroes. The 
ſword bit the Scarfian rocks; bloody was the 
ſhield in battle, until Rafno the king was 
ſlain. From the heads of warriors the warm 


| « ſweat 
18. Verborum tenaces vidi diſſecare 
Haut minutim pro lupis 

Endili maris enſibus 

Erat per Habdomadæ ſpacium 
Quaſi mulieres vinum apportarent 
Rubefactæ erant naves 

Valde in ſtrepitu armorum 

Sciſſa erat lorica 

In Scioldungorum prælio. 


19. Pulchricomum vidi crepuſculaſcere 
Virginis amatorem circa matutinum 
Et confabulationis amicum viduarum 
Frat ſicut calidum balnewn 
Vinei vaſis nympha portarct 
Nos in Ilæ freto 
Antiquam Orn rex caderet 
Sanguincum Clypeum vidi ruptum 
Hoc invertit virorum vitam. 


20, Fgimus gladiorum ad cœdem 
Ludum in Lindis inſula 
Cum regibus tribus 
Pauci potuerunt inde lætari 
Cecidit multus in rictum ferarum 
Accipiter dilaniavit carnem cum lupe 
Ut ſaturinde diſcederet | 
Hyberno rum ſanguis in oceanum 
Copioſe decidit per mactationis tempus. 


31. Alte gladius mordebat Clypeos 
Tunc cum aurei coloris 
Haſta fricabat loricas 
Videre licuit in Onlugs inſula 
Per fecula multum poſt 
Thi fuit ad gladiorum ludos 
Reyes prooeſſerunt 
Rubicundum erat circa inſulam 
At volans Draco vulnerum, 


22. Quid 
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« ſweat ſtreamed down their armour. The 
« crows around the Indirian iſlands had an am- 
« ple prey. It were difficult to ſingle out one 
« among ſo many deaths. At the riſing of the 
« ſun I beheld the ſpears piercing the bodies of 
« foes, and the bqws throwing forth their ſteel- 


« pointed arrows. Loud roared the ſwords in 
| cc the 
22, Quid eſt viro forti morte certius 
Etſi ipſe in armorum uimbo 
Adverſius collocatus fit 
Szpe deplorat ztatem 
Qui nunquam premitur * 
Malum ferunt timidum incitare 
Aquilam ad gladiorum ludum 


Meticuloſus venit nuſpiam 
Cordi ſao uſui. 


23. Hoc numero æquum ut procedat 
In contactu gladiorum 
Juvenus unus contra alterum 
Non retrocedat vir a viro 
Hoc fuit viri fortis nobilitas diu 
Semper debet amoris amicus virginum 
Audax eſſe in fremitu armorum, 


24. Hoc videtur mihi re vera 
Quod fata ſequimur 
Rarus tranſgreditur fata Parcarum 
Non deſtinavi Ellæ 
De vitz exitu met 
Cum ego ſanguinem ſemimortuus tegerem 
Et na ves in aquas protruſi 
Paſſim impetravimus tum feris 
Eſcam in Scotiæ ſinubus. 


25 Hoc ridere me ſacit ſemper 
Quod Balderi patris ſcamna 
Parata ſcio in aula 
Bibemus cereviſiam brevi 
Ex concavis crateribus craniorum + 
Non gemit vir fortis contra mortem 
Maguiſici in Odini domibus 
Non venio deſperabundis 
Verbis ad Odini aulam. 


a6; Hie 
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cc the plains of Lano.—The virgin long bewailed 
« the ſlaughter of that morning.” In this ſtrain 
the poet continues to deſcribe ſeveral other mili- 
exploits. The images are not much varied: 
the noiſe of arms, the ſtreaming of blood, and 
the feaſting the birds of prey, often recurring. 
He mentions the death of two of his ſons in battle; 
and the lamentation he deſcribes as made for one 


tary 


26, 


_—_ 
. 


Hic vellent nunc omnes 
Filii Aſlaug:z gladiis 
Amarum bellum cxcitare 
Si exacte ſcirent 
Calamitates noſtras 
Quem non pauci angues 
Venenati me daſcerpunt 
Matrem accepi meis 
Filiis ita ut corda valeant. 


- Valde inchnatur ad hæœreditatein 


Cradclc ſtat nocumentum a vipere 
Anguis inhabitat aulam cordis 
Speramus alterius ad Othini 
Virgam in Elle ſauguine 

Filiis meis liveſcet 

Sua ira rubeſcet 

Non acres juvenes 

Seilionem tranquillam facient. 
Haheo quinquagics 

Pr&lia ſub ſignis facta 

Ex belli invitatione & ſemel 
Minime putavi hon: inum 

Quod me futurus eſſet 

Juvenis didici mucronem rubefacerz 


Alius rex præſtantior 


Nos Aſz invitabunt 
Non eſt lugenda more, 


Fert animus finire 

Invitant me Dyſæ 

Quas ex Othini auka 
Othinus mihi miſ.t 

Letus cere viſiam cum Ast? 
In ſumma ſede bibam 

Vitz clapſe ſunt horte. 
RYidens merlar. 
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of them is very ſingular. A Grecian or Roman 

oet would have introduced the virgins or nymphs 
of the wood, bewailing the untimely fall of a 
young hero. But ſays our Gothic poet, „When 
% Rogvaldus was lain, for him mourned all the 
« hawks of heaven,” as lamenting a benefactor 
« who had ſo liberally ſupplied them with prey; 
« for boldly,” as he adds, „ in the ftrife of 
« (words, did the breaker of helmets throw the 
«« ſpear of blood.” 

The poem concludes with ſentiments of the 
higheſt bravery and contempt of death. © What 
« js more certain to the brave man than death, 
« though amidſt the ſtorm of ſwords, he ſtands 
« always ready to oppoſe it ? He only regrets 
«© this life who hath never known diſtreſs. The 
« timorous man allures the devouring eagle to 
« the held of battle. The coward, wherever he 
© comes, is uſeleſs to himſelf. This I eſteem 
« honourable, that the youth ſhould advance to 
« the combat fairly matched one againſt ano- 
ther; nor man retreat from man. Long was 
« this the warrior's higheſt glory. He who aſ- 
i« pires to the love of virgins ought always to be 
„ foremoft in the roar of arms. It appears to 
c me of truth, that we are led by the Fates. Sel- 
« dom can any overcome the appointment of 
„ deſtiny. Little did I foreſee that Ella “ was 
© to have my life in his hands, in that day when 
« fainting I concealed my blood, and puſhed 
« forth my ſhips into the waves; after we had 
i ſpread a repaſt for the beaſts of prey through- 
* out the Scottiſh bays. But this makes me al- 
« ways rejoice that in the halls of our father 
Balder (or Odin) I know there are ſeats pre- 

| 66 pared, 


* This was the name of his enemy who had condcraned 
im to death, 
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«© pared,. where, in a ſhort time, we ſhall bg 
« drinking ale out of the hollow ſkulls of our 
« enemies. In the houſe of the mighty Odin 
« no brave man laments death. I come not 


c with the voice of deſpair to Odin's hall. How . 


tc eagerly would all the ſons of Aſlauga now ruſh 
« to war, did they know the diſtreſs of their 
« father, whom a multitude of venomous ſer. 
cc pents tear! I have given to my children a mo- 
« ther who hath filled their hearts with valour, 
„Jam faſt approaching to my end. A cruel 
« death awaits me from the viper's bite. A 


c ſnake dwells in the.midſt of my heart. I hope 


tc that the ſword of ſome of my ſons ſhall yet be 
« ſtained with the blood of Ella. The valiant 
« youths will wax red with anger, and will not 
« {it in peace Fifty and one times have I rear. 
« ed the ſtandard in battle. In my youth I 
« learned to dye the ſword in blood: my hope 
«© was then, that no king among men would he 
« more renowned than me. 'The goddeſſes of 
« death will now foon call me; I muſt not mourn 
&© my death. Now I end my ſong. The god- 
« deſſeſs invite me away; they whom Odin has 
« ſent to me from his hall. I will fit upon a lof- 
4% ty ſeat, and drink ale joyfully with the god- 
ce defies of death. The hours of my life are run 
«© out. I will ſmile when I die.“ 

This is ſuch poetry as we might expect from 
a barbarous nation. It breathes a molt ferocious 
ſpirit. It is wild, harſh, and irregular ; but at 
the ſame time animated and ſtrong ; the ityle, 
in the original, full of inverſions, and, as we 


learn from ſome of Olaus's notes, highly meta- 


phorical and figured. 
But when we open the works of Oſſian, a ve- 
ry different ſcene preſents itſelf. There we _ 
the 
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the fire and the enthuſiaſm of the moſt early 
times, combined with an amazing degree of re— 
gularity and art. We find tenderneſs, and even 
delicacy of ſentiment, greatly predominant over 
fierceneſs and barbarity. Our hearts are melted 
with the ſofteſt feelings, and at the ſame time 
elevated with the higheſt ideas of magnanimity, 
generoſity, and true heroiſm. When we turn 
from the poetry of Lodbrog to that of Offian, it 
is like paſhng from a ſavage deſart, into a fertile 
and cultivated country. How is this to be ac- 
counted for ? Or by what means to be reconciled 
with the remote antiquity attributed to theſe 
poems? This is a curious point; and requires 
to be illuſtrated. 

That the ancient Scots were of Celtic origi- 
nal, is paſt all doubt. Their conformity with 
the Celtic nations in language, manners, and re- 
ligion, proves it to a full demonſtration. The 
Celtæ, a great and mighty people, altogether 
diſtinct from the Guths and Teutones, once ex- 
tended their dominion over all the weſt of Eu- 
rope; but ſeem to have had their moſt full and 
complete eſtabliſnment of Gaul. Wherever the 
Celtæ or Gauls are mentioned by ancient writers, 
we ſcldom fail to hear of their Druids and their 
Bards ; the inſtitution of which two orders, was 
the capital diſtinction of their manners and 
policy. The Druids were their philoſophers 
and prieſts; the Bards, their poets and recorders 
of heroic actions: Arid both theſe orders of men 
ſeem to have ſubſiſted among them, as chief 
members of the ſtate, from time immemorial *. 


| We 
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We muſt not therefore imagine the Ceitz 
to have been altogether a groſs and rude na. 
tion. They poſſeſſed from very remote ages 
a formed ſyſtem of diſcipline and manners, 


which appears to have had a deep and laſting in- 


fluence. Ammianus Marcellinus gives them 
this expreſs teſtimony, that there flouriſhed 
among them the ſtudy of the moſt laudable arts; 
introduced by the bards, whoſe office it was to 
ſing in heroic verſe, the gallant actions of illuſ- 
trious men; and by the Druids, who lived 
together in colleges or focieies, after the Pytha- 
gorean manner, and philoſophizing upon the 
higheſt ſubjects, aſſerted the immortality of the 
human ſoul *. Though Julius Czſar, in his ac- 
count of Gaul, does not expreſsly mention the 
Bards, yet it 1s plain that under the title of 
Druids, he comprehends that whole college or 
order, of which the bards, who, it is probable 
were the diſciples of the Druids, undoubtedly 
made a part. It deſerves remark, that, accord- 
ing to his account, the Druidical inititution firſt 
took riſe in Britain, and paſſed from thence into 
Gaul; ſo that they who aſpired to be thorough 

maſters 


Eici rag dvrotc xa rnral AN, 5g Bxe9u; 
IvojacCeriw. à r, de wer Golzviv, THI; AVEALS 0/a0iw, 
35 Ae Sen, vs Os GAaopnusr Diodor, Sicul. 1. 5. 

Ta Js ax80 Katy auTWY £10 0 K&ASMEVOL Hagd ei. 
ToinTai d 8701 Tuſyavzo! utr' wing £74185 xt ſov reg. 
Poſidonius ap. Athenzum, 1. 6. 


* Per hæc loca (ſpeaking of Gaul) hominibus paulatim ex- 
cultis vizuere ftudia laudabilium dofirinarum ; inchoata per Bar- 
dos & Euhages et Druidas. Ft Bardi quidem fortia virorun 
illuſtrium facta heroicis componta verſibus cum dulcibus lyræ 
modulis cantitarunt, Euhages vero fcrutantes ſerium & ſub- 
limia naturæ pandere conabantur. Inter hos, Druidz ingeniis 
celſores, ut autoritas Pythagorze decrevit, ſodalitiis adſtrick! 

conſert i:, 
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maſters of that learning were wont to reſort to 
Britain. He adds too, that ſuch as were to be 
initiated among the Druids, were obliged to 
commit to their memory a great number of 
verſes, inſomuch that ſome employed twenty 
years in this courſe of education; and that they 
did not think it lawful to record theſe poems in 
writing, but ſacredly handed them down by tra- 
dition from race to race *. 


So ſtrong was the attachment of the Celtic 


nations to their poetry and their bards, that 
amidſt all the changes of their government and 
manners, even long after the order of the Druids 
was extinct, and the national religion altered, 
the bards continued to flourith z not as a ſet of 
ſtrolling ſongſters, like the Greek Asidoi or Rhap- 
ſodiſts, in Homer's time, but as an order of 
men highly reſpected in the ſtate, and ſupported 
by a public eſtabliſhment. We find them, ac- 
cording to the teſtimonies of Strabo and Diodo- 
rus, before the age of Auguſtus Cæſar; and we 
find them remaining under the ſame name, and 
exerciſing the ſame functions as of old, in Ire- 
land, and in the north of Scotland, almoſt down 
to our own times. It is well known that in both 
theſe countries, every Regulus or chief had his 
own bard, who was conlidered as an officer of 
rank in his court; and had lands aſſigned him, 
which deſcended to his family. Of the honour 
in which the bards were held, many inſtances 
occur in Oſhan's poems. On all important oc- 
cations, they were the ambaſſadors between con- 
tending chiefs 3 and their perſons were held ſa- 

cred. 


conſortiis, quæſtionibus altarum occultarumque rerum erccti 
tnnt ; & deſpectantes hnmana pronuntiarunt animas immor- 
tales. Amm. Marcellinus, I. 15. cap. 9. 


* Vid. Cæſar de bello Gall. lib. 6. 
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cred. © Cairbar feared to ſtretch his ſworg 
c to the bards, though his ſoul was dark. 
« Looſe the bards ſaid his brother Cathmor, they 
cc are the ſons of other times. Their voice ſhall 


ebe heard in other ages, when the kings of Te. 
“ mora have failed.” | 

From all this, the Celtic tribes- clearly appear 
to have been addicted in ſo high a degree to 
poetry, and to have made it ſo much their ſtudy 
from the earlieſt times, as may remove our won. 
der at meeting with a vein of higher poetical re. 
finement among them, than was at firſt fight to 
have been expected among nations, whom we 
are accuſtomed to call barbarous. Barbarity, 1 
muſt obferve, is a very equivocal term; it ad- 
mits of many different forras and degrees; and 
though, in all of them, it excludes poliſhed man. 
ners, it is, however, not inconſiſtent with gene- 
rous ſentiments and tender affe ctions“. What 


degrees 


* Surely among the wild Laplanders, if any where, bar. 
barity is in its moſt perſe& ſtate, Vet their love ſongs, which 
Scheffer has given us in his Lapponia, are a proof that natural 
tenderneſs of ſentiment may be found in a country, into which 
the leaſt glimmering of ſcience has never penetrated. To moſt 
Engliſh readers theſe ſongs are well known by the elegant 
tranſlations of them in the SpeRator, No. 366 and 4co. I 
ſhall ſubjoin Scheffer's Latin verſion of one of them, which bas 
the appearance of being ſtrictly literal. 

Sol, clariſſimum emitte lumen in paludem Orra. Si eniſus 
in ſumma picearum cacumina ſcirem me viſurum Orra plau- 
dem, in ea eniterer, ut viderem inter quos amica, mea eſſet 
flores; omnes ſuſcinderem frutices ibi enatos, omnes ramas 
præſecarem, hos virentes ramos. Curſum nubium eſſem ſe- 
cutus, qua iter ſuum inſtituunt verſus paludem Orra, had tc 
volare poſſem alis, cornicum alis. Sed mihi deſunt alæ, ait 
querquedule, pedeſque, anſerum pedes plantæ ve bout, quz 
deferre me valeant ad te. Satis expeRAſti diu; per tot dies, 
tot dies tuos optimos, oculis tuis jucundiſſimis, corde tuo ami- 
ciſimo, Quod ſi longiſſimè velles effugere, cito tamen te 
conſequerer. Quid firmius validiuſve eſſe poteſt quam con: 


torti- 
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degrees of friendſhip, love, and heroiſm, may 
pollibly be found to prevail in a rude ſtate of 
ſociety, no one can ſay. Aſtoniſhing inſtances 
of them we know, from hiſtory, have ſometimes 
appeared: and a few characters diſtinguiſhed by 
thoſe high qualities, might lay a foundation for a 
ſet of manners being introduced into the ſongs of 
the bards, more refined, it 1s probable, and ex- 
alted, according to the ufual poetical licence, 
than the real manners of the country. In par- 
ticular, with reſpect to heroiſm; the great em- 
ployment of the Ceitic bards, was to delineate 
the characters, and ſing the praiſes of heroes. 
So Lucan ; 
Vos quoque qui fortes animos, belloque peremptos, 
Laudibus in longum vates diffunditis æ vum 
Plurima ſecuri tudiſtis carmina Bardi. 
Pharſ. I. r. 
Now when we conſider a college or order of 
men, who cultivating poetry throughout a long 
ſeries of ages, had their imaginations continu- 
ally employed on the ideas of heroiſm; who had 
all the poems and panegyrics which were com- 
poſed by their predeceffors, handed down to 
them with care; who rivalled and endeavoured 
to outſtrip thoſe who had gone before them, each 
in the celebration of his particular hero; is it 
not natural to think, that at length the character 
of a hero would appear in their ſongs with the 
higheſt luſtre, and be adorned with qualities tru- 
ly noble ? Some of the qualities indeed which 
diſtinguiſh a Fingal, moderation, humanity, and 
clemency, 


» 


torti nervi, catenceve ferree, quæ duriſſimè ligant ? Sic amor 
contorquet caput noſtrum, mutat cogitationes et ſententias. 
Pucrorum voluntas, voluntas venti z juvenum cogitationes, 
longæ cogitationes. Quos fi audirein omnes, a via, a via juſta 
declinarem. Unum ett conſilium quod capiam; ita ſcio viam 
rectiorem me reperturum. Schefferi Lapponia, cap. 25, 
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them real manners nearly approaching to the poe- 
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clemency, would not probably be the firſt idea 
of heroiſm occurring to a barbarous people: 
But no ſooner had ſuch ideas begun to dawn on 
the minds of poets, than, as the human mind 
eaſily opens to the native repreſentations of hy. 
man perfection, they would be ſeized and em. 
braced ; they would enter into their panegyrics; 
they would afford materials for ſucceeding bard; 
to work upon, and improve; they would con. 
tribute not a little to exalt the public manners. 
For ſuch ſongs as theſe, familiar to the Celtic 
warriors trom their childhood, and throughout 
their whole life, both in war and in peace, their 
principal entertainment, muſt have had a very 
conliderable influence in propagating among 
tical; and in forming even ſuch a hero as Fingal, 
Eſpecially when we conſider that among their li- 
mited objects of ambition, among the few advan- 
tages which in a favage ſtate, man could obtain 
over man, the chief was Fame, and that iminor- 
tality which they expected to receive from their 

virtues and exploits, in the ſongs of bards “. 
Having made theſe remarks on the Celtic 
poetry and bards in general, I ſhall next conſider 
the particular advantages which Oſſian poſſeſſed. 
He appears clearly to have lived in a period 
which enjoyed all the benefit I juſt now men- 
tioned of traditionary poetry. The exploits of 
Trathal, Trenmor, and the other anceſtors of 
Fingal, are ſpoken of as familiarly known. An- 
cient 


* When Edward I. conquered Wales, he put to death all 
the Welch bards. This cruel policy plainly ſhews how great 
an influence he imagined the ſongs of theſe bards to have over 
the minds of the people ; and of what nature he judged that 
influence to be. The Welch bards were of the fame Ceoitin 
race with the Scottith and Iriſh. 
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cient bards are frequently alluded to. In one 
remarkable paſſage, Oſhan deſcribes himſelf as 
living in a ſort of claſſical age, enlightened by the 
memorials of former times, which were conveyed 
in the ſongs of bards; and points at a period of 
darkneſs and ignorance which lay beyond the 
reach of tradition. «© His words,” ſays he, 
« came only by halves to our ears; they were 
« dark as the tales of other times, before the 


= light of the ſong aroſe.” Oſſian, himſelf, ap- 


years to have been endowed by nature with an 
:xquilite ſenſibility of heart; prone to that ten- 
der melancholy which is ſo often an attendant on 
great genius; and ſuſceptible equally of ſtrong 


| and of ſoft emotions. He was not only a profeſſ- 
ed bard, educated with care, as we may eaſily be- 


lieve, to all the poetical art then known, and con- 
nected, as he ſhews us himſelf, in intimate friend- 
ſlip with the other contemporary bards, but a 
warrior alſo; and the ſon of the molt renowned 
hero and prince of his age. This formed a con- 
junction of circumſtances, uncommonly favour- 
able towards exalting the imagination of a poet. 
He relates expeditions in which he had been en- 
gaged; he ſings of battles in which he had fought 
and overcome; he had beheld the moſt illuſtri - 
ous ſcenes which that age could exhibit, both of 
heroiſm in war, and magniſicence in peace. For 
however rude the magnificence of thoſe times 
may ſeem to us, we mult remember that all ideas 
of magnificence are comparative; and that the 
age of Fingal was an era of diſtinguiſhed ſplen- 
dor in that part of the world. Fingal reigned 
over a conſiderable territory z he was enriched 
with the ſpoils of the Roman province ; he was 
ennobled by his victories and great actions; and 
was in all reſpects a perſonage of much higher 

dignity 
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dignity than any of the chieftains, or heads g 
Clans, who lived in the ſame country, after ; 


ral happy genius, favoured by peculiar advanta- 
ges of birth and condition, and mceting, in the 
courſe of his life, with a variety of incidents pro- 
per to fire his imagination, and to touch his heart 
ſhould attain a degree of eminence.in poctry "yy 

thy 


ö more extenſive monarchy was eſtabliſhed. 8 
; The manners of Oſſian's age, ſo far as we cn mar 
' gather them from his writings, were abundantly tho! 
| tavourable to a poetical genius, 'The two difpirit. tha 
ing vices, to which Longinus imputes the decline and 
cf poetry, covetouſneſs and effeminacy, were 23 er 
0 yet unknown. The cares of men were fey, thr 
ö They lived a roving indolent life; hunting and gre 
{| war their principal employments ; and their chief of 
amuſements, the muſic of bards and „e the feaſt ide 
« of ſhells.” The great object purſued by heroic cu! 
ſpirits, was „ to receive their fame,“ that is, Of 
' to become worthy of being celebrated in the ſongs fir 
of bards; and «© to have their name on the four WW hy 
| « grey ſtones.” To die, unlamented by a bard, th 
was deemed ſo great a misfortune, as even to en 
diſturb their ghoſts in another ſtate. “ They fo 
[ « wander in thick miſts beſide the reedy lake; di 
« but never ſhall they riſe, without the ſong, to a1 
« the dwelling of winds.” After death, they ex- tr 
pected to follow employments of the ſame nature te 
with thoſe which had amuſed them on earth; to c 
fly with their friends on clouds, to purſue airy 
deer, and to liſten to their praiſe in the mouths 
of bards. In ſuch times as theſe, in a country 
where poetry had been ſo long cultivated, and io I 
highly honoured, is it any wonder that among a 
the race and ſucceſſion of bards, one Homer | 
ſhould ariſe; a man who, endowed with a natu- 
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tuy to draw the admiration. of more refined 
ages? 

ne compoſitions of Oſſian are ſo ſtrongly 
marked with characters of antiquity, that al- 
though there were no external proof to ſupport 
that antiquity, hardly any reader of judgment 
and taſte, could heſitate in referring them to a 
very remote æra. There are four great ſtages 
through which men ſucceſſively paſs in the pre- 
greſs of ſociety. The firſt and earlieſt is the life 
of hunters 3 paſturage ſucceeds to this, as the 
ideas of property begin to take root; next agri- 
culture; and laſtly, commerce. Throughout 
Oſſian's poems, we plainly find ourſelves in the 
firſt of theſe periods of ſociety ; during which, 
hunting was the chief employment of men, and 
the principal method of their procuring ſubſiſt- 
ence. Paſturage was not indeed wholly unknown; 
for we hear of dividing the herd in the caſe of a 
divorce ; but the alluſions to herds and to cattle 
are not many; and of agriculture, we find no 
traces. No cities appear to have been built in the 
territories of Fingal. No arts are mentioned ex- 
cept that of navigation and of working in iron“. 


Every 


* Their ſkill in navigation need not at all ſurprize us. 
Living in the weſtern iſlands, along the coaſt, or in a country 
which is every where interſected with arms of the ſea, one of 
the firſt objects of their attention, from the earlieſt time, muſt 
have been how to traverſe the waters. Hence that knowledge 
of the ſtars, ſo neceſſary for guiding them by night, of which 
we find ſeveral traces in Oſſian's works; particularly in the 
beautiful defcription of Cathmor's ſhield, in the 7th book of 
Temora, Among all the northern maritime nations, navrga- 
tion was very early ſtudied. Piratical incurſions were the 
chief means they employed for acquiring booty; and were 
among the firſt exploits which diſtinguiſhed them in the world. 
Even the ſavage Americans were, at their firſt diſcovery, found 
to poſſeſs the moſt ſurprizing ſkill and dexterity in navigating 
their immenſe lakes and rivers. 

The 
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Every thing preſents to us the moſt ſimple ad cult! 


unimproved manners. At their feaſts, the he. pled. 
roes prepared their own repaſt; they ſat round heat! 
the light of the burning oak; the wind lifted theii nam 
locks, and whiſtled through their open hall;, Fine 
Whatever was beyond the neceſſaries of life waz « an 
known to them only as the ſpoil of the Roman 1 
province; the gold of the ſtranger ; the lights MW © tl 
« of the ſtranger; the ſteeds of the ſtranger, the ity 
cc children of the rein.“ that 

This repreſentation of Oſſian's times, muſt bod 
ſtrike us the more, as genuine and authentic, 1 bent 
when it is compared with a poem of later date, fro! 
which Mr. Macpherſon has preſerved in one of u 
his notes. It is that wherein five bards are repre. Þ * fe 
ſented as paſſing the evening in the houſe ofa e 


chief, and each of them ſeparately giving his the 
deſcription of the night. 'The night ſcenery is 1 I 


beautiful ; and the author has plainly imitated 1 
the ſtyle and manner of Oſſian: But he has al- '?* 
lowed ſome images to appear which betray a later the 
period of ſociety. For we meet with windows bat 
| clapping, the herds of goats and cows ſecking ba 
ſhelter, the ſhepherd wandering, corn on the oY 
plain, and the wakeful hind rebuilding the ſhocks [tr 
of corn which had been overturned by the tem- | th 
peſt. Whereas in Oſſian's works, from begin- A 
ning to end, all is conſiſtent ; no modern alluſion 1 * 
drops from him; but every where, the ſame face I 
of rude nature appears; a country wholly un- be 
cultuvated 10 

| 01 

The deſcription of Cuthullin's chariot, in the 1ſt book 04 PE 
Fingal, has been objected to by ſome, as repreſenting greater al 
magnificence than is conſiſtent with the ſuppoſed poverty cf 60 


that age. But this chariot is plainly only a horſe-litter; and 
the gems mentioned in the deſcription, are no other than the 
ſnining ſtones or pebbles, known to be frequently found along 
the weſtern coaſt oi Scotland. 
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| cultivated, thinly inhabited, and recently peo- 
| pled. The graſs of the rock, the flower of the 
E heath, the thiſtle with its beard, are the chief or- 
naments of his landſcapes. « The defart,” ſays 
| Fingal, © is enough for me, with all its woods 
| « and deer.” 
| "The circle of ideas and tranſactions, is no wid- 
| er than ſuits ſuch an age: Nor any greater diver- 
| {ity introduced into characters, than the events of 
| that period would naturally diſplay. Valour and 
| bodily ſtrength are the admired qualities. Con- 
| tentions ariſe, as is uſual among ſavage nations, 
from the ſlighteſt cauſes. To be affronted at a 
* tournament, or to be omitted in the invitation to 
1 fealt, kindles a war. Women are often car- 
ried away by force; and the whole tribe, as in 
| the Homeric times, rife to avenge the wrong. 
The heroes ſhew rehnement of ſentiment indeed 
on ſeveral occaſions, but none of manners. They 
ſpeak of their paſt actions with freedom, boaſt of 
their exploits, and ſing their own praiſe. In their 
battles, it 1s evident that drums, trumpets, or 
bagpipes, were not known or uſed. They had 
no expedient for giving the military alarms but 
ſtriking a thield, or raifing a loud cry: And hence 
the loud and terrible voice of Fingal is often men- 
tioned, as a neceflary qualification of a great ge- 
neral; like the 2% 4yats; Me; of Homer. Of 
military diſcipline or ſkill, they appear to have 
been entirely deſtitute. Their armies ſeem not 
to have been numerous; their battles were diſ- 
orderly; and terminated, for the molt part, by a 
perſonal combat, or wreſtling of the two chiefs ; 
after which, „ the bard ſung the ſong of peace, 
and the battle ceaſed along the field.“ 
The manner of compoſition bears all the marks 
of the greateſt antiquity. No artful tranſitions ; 
Vor. II. 5 nor 
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nor full and extended connection of parts; ſuch 
as we find among the poets of later times, when 
order and regularity of compoſition were more 
ſtudied and known; but a ſtyle always rapid and 
vehement; in narration conciſe even to abrupt. 
nefs, and leaving ſeveral circumſtances to be ſup. 
plied by the reader's imagination. The language 
has all that figurative caſt, which, as 1 before 
ihewed, partly a glowing and undiſciplined ima. 
gination, partly the ſterility of language and the 
want of proper terms, have always introduced in- 
to the early ſpeech of nations; and in ſeveral re- 
ſpects, it carries a remarkable reſemblance to 
the ſtyle of the Old Teſtament. It deſerves par. 
ticular notice, as one of the moit genuine and de- 
ciſive characters of antiquity, that very few ye- 
neral terms or abſtract ideas, are to be met with 
in the whole collection of Oſſian's work. The 
ideas of men, at firſt, were all particular. They 
had not words to expreſs general conceptions. 
Theſe were the conſequence of more profound 
reflection, and longer acquaintance with the arts 
of thought and of ſpeech. Oiltan, accordingly, 
almoſt never expreſſes himſelf in the abſtract. 


Ilis ideas extended little farther than to the ob— 


jccts he ſaw around him. A public, a commu- 
nity, the univerſe, were conceptions beyond his 
ſphere. Even a mountain, a ſea, or a lake, which 
he has occaſion to mention, though only in a 
ſimile, are for the moſt part particularized ; it is 
the hill of Cromla, the ſtorm of the ſea of Mal- 
mor, or the reeds of the lake of Lego. A mode 
of expreſſion, which whillt it is charaCteriſtical of 
ancient ages, 1s at the ſame time highly favourable 
to deſcriptive poetry. For the fame reaſons, per- 
ſoniſication is a poctical figure not very common 


with Offian, Inanimate objects, ſuch as winds, 
trecs, 
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trees, flowers, he ſometimes perſonifies with great 
| beauty. But the perſonifications which are fo 
| familiar to later poets of Fame, Time, Terror, 


Virtue, and the reſt of that claſs, were unknown 


to our Celtic bard. Theſe were modes of con- 
| ception too abſtract for his age. 


All theſe are marks ſo undoubted, and ſome of 
them too fo nice and delicate, of the moſt early 
times, as put the high antiquity of theſe poems - 


| out of queition. Eſpecially when we conſider, 
that if there had been any impoſture in this caſe, 
it muſt have been contrived and executed in the 


Highlands of Scotland, two or three centuries 


{ ago; as up to this period, both by manuſcripts, 
and by the teſtimony of a multitude of living wit- 


neſſes, concerning the uncontrovertible tradition 
of theſe poems, they can clearly be traced. Now 
this is a period when that country enjoyed no ad- 
rantages for a compoſition of this kind, which it 


may not be ſuppoſed to have enjoyed in as great, 


if not in a greater degree, a thouſand years before. 
To ſuppoſe that two or three hundred years ago, 
when we well know the Highlands to have been 
in a ſtate of groſs ignorance and barbarity, there 
ſhould have ariſen in that country a poet, of fuch 
exquiſite genius, and of fuch deep knowledge of 
mankind, and of hiſtory, as to diveſt himſelf of 
the ideas and manners of his own age, and to give 
us a juſt and natural picture of a ſtate of ſociet 
ancienter by a thouſand years; one who could 
iupport this counterfeited antiquity through ſuch 
2 large collection of poems, without the leaſt in- 
conſiſtency z and who, poſſeſſed of all this genius 
and art, had at the ſame time the ſelf-denial of 
concealing himſelf, and of aſcribing his own 
works to an antiquated bard, without the im- 
L 2 poſture 
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poſture being detected; is a ſuppoſition thy 
tranſcends all bounds of credibility. 
There are, beſides, two other circumſtances t9 
de attended to, {ill of greater weight, if poſſible, 
againſt this hypotheſis. One is, the total abſence 
of religious ideas from this work; for which the 
tranſlator has, in his preface, given a very proba. 
ble account, on the focting of its being the work 
of Oſhan. The druidice! iuperſtition was, in the 
days of Oſſian, on the point of its final extinction, 
and for particular reaions, odious to the family 
of Fingal ; whilſt the Chriſtian faith was not yet 
eſtabliſhed. But had it been the work of one, to 
whom the ideas of Chriſtianity were familiar 
trom his infancy 3; and who had ſuperadded to 
them alſo the vigoted ſuperſtition of a dark 
age and country, it 15 impoſlible but in ſome 
pailage or other, the traces of them would have 
appeared. The other circumſtance is, the en- 
tire ſilence which reigns with reſpect to all the 
great clans or families, which are now eſtabliſhel 
in the Highlands. The origin of theſe ſeveral 
clans is known to be very ancient: And it is as 
well known, that there is no paſſion by which 
a native Highlander is more diſtinguiſhed, than 
by attachment to his clan, and jealouſy for its ho- 
nour. That a Highland bard in forging a work 
relating to the antiquities of his country, ſhould 
have inſerted no circumſtance which pointed out 
the riſe of his own clan, which aſcertained its an- 
tiquity, or increaſed its glory, is, of all ſuppoſi- 
tions that can be formed, the moſt improbable; 
and the ſilence on this head, amounts to a de- 
monſtration that the author lived before any of 

the preſent great clans were formed or known. 
Aſſuming it then, as we well may, for certain, 
at the poems now under conſideration, are ge- 
| nuine 
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nuine venerable monuments of very remote anti- 
quity, I proceed to make ſome remarks upon 
their general ſpirit and ſtrain. The two great 
characteriſtics of Olhan's poetry are, tenderneſs 
and ſublimity. It breathes nothing of the gay and 
cheerful kind; an air of ſolemnity and ſerioul- 
neſs is diffuſed over the whole. Ofhan is per- 
haps the only poet who never relaxes, or lets 
himſelf down into the light and amufing ſtrain ; 
which I readily admit to be no ſmall diſadvantage 
to him, with the bulk of readers. He moves 
perpetually in the high region of the grand and 
the pathetic, One key note is ſtruck at the be- 
ginning, and ſupported to the end; nor is any 
ornament introduced, but what is perfectly con- 
cordant with the general tone or melody. The 
events recorded, are all ſerious and grave; the 
ſcenery throughout, wild and romantic. 'The 
extended heath by the ſea-ſhore 3; the mountain 
ſhaded with miſt z the torrent ruihing through 
a ſolitary valley; the ſcattered oaks, and the 
tombs of warriors overgrown with moſs ; all pro- 
duce a ſolemn attention in the mind, and prepare 
it for great and extraordinary events. We find 
not in Oſſian, an imagination that ſports itſelf, 
and dreſſes out gay trifles to pleaſe the fancy. 
His poetry, more perhaps than that of any other 
writer, deſerves to be ſtyled, The Poetry of the 
Heart. It is a heart penetrated with noble ſen- 
timents, and with ſublime and tender paſhons ; 
a heart that glows, and kindles the fancy; a heart 
that is full, and pours itſelf forth. Oſhan did 
not write, like modern poets, to pleaſe readers 
and critics. He ſung from the love of poetry and 
ſong. His delight was to think of the heroes 
among whom he had flouriſhed ; to recall the af- 
teting incidents of his life; to dwell upon his 
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paſt wars and loves and friendſhips ; till, as be 
expreſſes it himſelf, „ there comes a voice 9 
« Othan and awakes his ſoul. It is the voice gt 
« years that are gone; they roll before me with 
all their deeds;” and under this true poetic 
inſpiration, giving vent to his genius, no. wonder 
we ſhould ſo often hear, and acknowledge in his 
ſtrains, the powerful and over-pleaſing voice of 
nature. 

Arte, natura potentior omni, 

Eft Deus in nobis, agitante calricinus ill, 

It is necef}iry here to obſerve, that the beauties 
of Oſlian's writings cannot be felt by thoſe who 
have given them ouly a ſingle or a haſty peruſal, 
His manner is ſo different from that of the poets, 
to whom we are molt accuſtomed ; his ſtyle is ſo 
conciſe, and ſo much crowded with imagery; 
the mind is kept at ſuch a ſtretch in accompany. 
ing the author; that an ordinary reader is at firſt 
apt to be dazzled and fatigued, rather than pleaf- 
ed. His poems require to be taken up at inter- 
vals, and to be frequently reviewed; and then it 
is impoſſible but his beauties mult open to ever 
rcader who is capable of ſenſibility. 'Lhoſe who 
have the higheſt degree of it, will reliſh them the 
molt, | 

As Homer is, of all the great poets, the one 
whoſe manner, and times come the neareſt to 
Oſſian's, we are naturally led to run a parallel in 
fome inſtances between the Greek and the Cel- 
tic bard. For though Homer lived more than a 
thouſand years before Oſfian, it is rot from the 
age of the world, but from the ſtate of ſociety 
that we are to judge of reſembling times. he 
Greek has, in ſeveral points, a manifeſt ſuperi— 
ority. He introduces a greater variety of inci— 
dents ; he poſſeſſes a larger compaſs of ideas; has 

more 


* 
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more diverſity in his characters; and a muclt_ 
dceper knowledge of human nature. It was not 
to be expected, that in any of theſe particulars, 
Oſlian could equal Homer, For Homer lived in 


a country where ſocicty was much farther advanc- 
ed; he had beheld many more objects; cities 
built and flourithing 3 laws inſtituted 3 order, 


| diſcipline, and arts begun. His field of obſerva— 


tion was much larger and more ſplendid ; his 
knowledge, of courſe, more extenſwe; his mind 
alſo, it thall be granted, more penetrating, But 
if Oihan's ideas and objects be lets diverſified than 
thoſe of Homer, they are all, however, of the kind 
littelt for poetry : the bravery and generoſity of 
heroes, the tenderneſs of lovers, the attachments 
of friends, parents, and children. In a rude age 
and country, though the events that happen be 
few, the undiſſipated mind broods over them 
more ; they ſtrike the imagination, and fire the 
paſſions in a higher degree ; ànd of conſequence 
become happier materials to a poetical genius 
than'the ſame events when ſcattered through the 
wide circle of more varicd action, and culuvated 
kite. 

Homer is a more cheerful and ſpriglitly poet 
than Oſſian. You diſcern in him all the Greek 
vivacity z whereas Othan uniformly maintains the 
gravity and ſolemnity of a Celtic hero. This too 
1s in a great meaſure to be accounted for from the 
diſterent fituations in which they lived, partly 
berſonal, and partly national. Oſlian had ſur— 
vived all his friends, and was diſpoſed to melan— 
choly by the incidents of his life. But belides 
this, checrſulneſs is one of the many bleſlings 
which we owe to formed fociety. The ſolitary 
wild ſtate is always a ſerious one. Bating the 
tudden and violent burits of mirth, which fome- 
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times break ſorth at their dances and feaſts ; tl. 

ſavage American tribes have been noted by all 
travellers for their gravity and taciturnity. Some. 
what of this taciturnity may be alſo remarked in 


Oihan. On all occaſions he is frugal of his words, 


and never gives you more of an image or a de. 
feription than is juſt ſuſſicient to place it before 
you in one clear point of view. It is a blaze of 
lightning, which flaſhes and vaniſhes. Homer 
is more extended in his deſcriptions z and fills 
them up with a greater variety of circumſtances, 
Both the poets are dramatic ; that 1s, they intro. 
duce their perſonages frequently ſpeaking before 
us. But Oſſian is conciſe and rapid in his ſpeeches, 
as he is in every other thing. Homer, with 
the Greek vivacity, had alſo ſome portion of the 
Greck loquacity. His ſpeeches indeed are high- 
Iy characteriſtical; and to them we are much in- 
debted for that admirable diiplay he has given of 
human nature. Y@t if he be tedious any where 
it is in theſe 3 ſome of them trifling; and ſome 
of them plainly unſzaſonable. Both poets are 
eminently ſublime 3; but a difference may be re- 
marked in the ſpecies of their ſublimity. Homer's 
ſublimity is accompanied with more impetuoſity 
and fire; Oſſien's with more of a folemn and 
awful grandeur. Homer hurries you along: 
Oſhan elevates, and fixes you in aſtoniſhment. 
Homer is molt fublime in actions and battles; 
Oſſian, in diſcription and ſentiment. In the pa- 
thetic, Homer, when he chuſes to exert it, has 
great power; but Oſſian exerts that power much 
oſtener, and has the character of tenderneſs far 
more deeply imprinted on his works. No poet 
knew better how to ſeize and melt the heart. 
With regard to dignity of ſentiment, the pre- 
eminence mult clearly be given to Oſſian. This 
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is indeed a ſurpriſing circumſtance, that in point 
of humanity, magnanimity, virtuous feelings of 
every kind, our rude Celtic bard ſhould be diſ- 
tinguiſhed to ſuch a degree, that not only the 
heroes of Homer, but even thoſe of the polite 
and refined Virgil, are left far behind by thoſe 
of Othan. 

After theſe general obſervations on the genius 
and ſpirit of our author, I now proceed to a 
nearer view, and more accurate examination of 
his works: and as Fingal is the firſt great poem 
in this collection, it is proper to begin with it. 
To refuſe the title of an epic poem to Fingal, be- 
cauſe it is not, in every little particular, exactly 
conformable to the practiſe of Homer and Vir- 
gil, were the mere ſqueamiſhneſs and pedantry 
of criticiſm, Examined even according to Ariſ- 
totle's rules, it would be found to have all the eſ- 
ſential requiſites of a true and regular epic; and 
to have ſeveral of them in ſo high a degree, as at 
firſt view to raiſe our aſtoniſhment on finding 
Oſſian's compoſition ſo agreeable to rules of 
which he was entirely. ignorant. But our aſto- 
niſhment will ceaſe, when we conſider ſrom 
what ſource Ariſtotle drew thoſe rules. IIomer 
knew no more of the laws of criticiſm than Ol- 
ſian. But guided by nature, he compoſed in 
verſe a regular ſtory, founded on heroic actions, 
which all poſterity admired. Ariſtotle, with 
great ſagacity and penctration, traced the caules 
of this general admiration. He obſerved what 
it was in Homer's compoſition, and in the con- 
duct of his ſtory, which gave it ſuch power to 


pleaſe; from this obſervation he deduced the 
rules which poets ought to follow, Who would: 
write and pleaſe like Homer; and to a compoſi- 


non formed according to ſuch rules, he gave the 
Ls5 | name 
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name of an epic poem. Hence his whole ſyſtem 
aroſe, Ariſtotle ſtudied nature in Homer. Ho. 
mer and Oſſian both wrote from nature. No 
wonder that among all the three, there ſhould 
be ſuch agreement and conformity. 

The fundamental rules delivered by Ariſtotle 
corcerning an epic poem, are theſe : 'That the 
action which is the ground-work of the poem, 
ſhould be one, complete, and great; that it 
ſhould be feigned, not merely hiſtorical ; that 
it ſhould be enlivened with characters and man- 
ners, and heightened by the marvellous. 

But before entering on any of theſe, it mi 
perhaps be aſked, what is the moral of Fingal? 
For, according to M. Boſſu, an epic poem is 
no other than an allegory contrived to illuſtrate 
ſome moral truth. The poet, ſays this critic, 
mult begin with fixing on ſome maxim, or in— 
ſtruction which he intends to inculcate on man— 
kind. He next forms a fable, like one of Aſop's 
wholly with a view to the moral; and havin 
thus ſcttled and arranged his plan, he then looks 
into traditionary hiſtory for names and inci» 
dents, to give his fable fome air of probability, 
Never did- a more frigid, pedantic notion, enter 
into the mind of a critic. We may ſafely pro- 
nounce that he who ſhould compoſe an epic 
poem after this manner, who ſhould firſt Jay 
down a moral-and contrive a plan, before he had 
thought of his perſonages and actors, might de- 
liver indeed very ſound inſtruction, but would 
find few readers. There cannot be the leaſt 
doubt that the firſt object which ſtrikes an epic 
poet, which fires his genius, and gives him any 
idea of his work, is the action or ſubject he is to 
celebrate. Hardly 1s there any tale, any ſubject 
3 poct.can chuſe for ſuch a work, but will afford 
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Ome general moral inſtruction. An Epic poem 
is by its nature one of the moit moral of all poe- 
tical compoſitions : But its moral tendency 1s by 
no means to be limited to ſome common-place 
maxim, which may be gathered from the ſtory. 
It ariſes from the admiration of heroic actions, 
which fuch a compolition is peculiarly calculated 
to produce z from the virtuous emotions which 
the characters and incidents raiſe, whilſt we 
read it; from the happy impreſſion which all 
the parts ſeparately, as well as thc whole taken 
together, leave upon the mind. However, if a 
gencral moral be ſtill inſiſted on, Fingal obvi- 
ouſly furniſhes one, not inferior to that of any 
other poet, viz. That Wiſdom and Bravery al- 
ways triumph over brutal force: or another 
nobler ſtill; That the moit complete victory over 
an enemy is obtained by that moderation and 
ge neroſity which convert him into a friend. 

The unity of the Epic action, which, of all: 
Ariſtotle's rules, is the chief and moſt material, 
is ſo {trictly preſerved in Fingal, that it muſt be 
perceived by every reader. It is a more com- 
plete unity than what ariſes from relating the 
actions of one man, wiuch the Greek critic 
juſtly cenſures as imperfect; it is the unity of 
one enterpriſe, the deliverance ct Ireland from 
the invaſion of Swaran: An enterpriſe, which 
has ſurely the full heroic dignity. All the in- 
cidents recorded bear a conſtant reference to one 
end; no double plot is carried on; but the parts 
unite into a regular whole : And as the action is 
one and great, ſo it is an entire or complete 
action. For we find, as the critic farther re— 
quires, a beginning, a middle, and an end; a 
Nous, or intrigue in the porta; difticulties 
oecuring through Cuthullin's rahneſs and bad 
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ſuccels z thoſe difficulties gradually ſurmounteq 
and at laſt the work conducted to that happy 
concluſion which is held eſſential to Epic poe. 
try. Unity is indeed obſerved with greater ex. 
Anett in Fingal, than in almoſt any other Epic 
compoſition. For not only is unity of ſubject 
maintained, but that of time and place alſo. 
Ihe Autumn is clearly pointed out as the ſeaſon 
of the action; and from beginning to end the 
ſcene is never ſhifted from the heath of Lena, 
«long the ſea-ſhore. The duration of the action 
in Fingal, is much ſhorter than in the Iliad or 
AMneid, but ſure there may be ſhorter as well as 
longer Heroic Poems; and if the authority of 
Ariſtotle be alſo required for this, he ſays ex- 
prefsly that the Epic compoſition is indefinite as 
w the time of its duration. Accordingly the 
action of the Iſiad laſts only forty-ſeven days, 
whilſt that of the ZEncid is continued for more 
than a year. 

Throughout the whole of Fingal, their reigns 
that grandeur of ſentiment, ſtyle, and imagery, 
which ought ever to diſtinguiſh this high ſpecies 
of poetry. The {lory is conducted with no {mall 
art. Ihe poct gocs not back to a tedious rc- 
cital of the beginning of the war with Swaran; 
but haſtening to the main action, he falls in ex- 
aftly, by a moſt happy coincidence of thought, 
with the rule of Horace. 


Semper ad eventum ſeſtinat, & in medias res, 
Non ſecus ac notas, auditorem rapit———— 


Feec gemune bellum Trojanum auditur ab ovo. 
I Arte Peet. 
He invokes no muſe, ſor he acknowledged 
none; but his occaſional addrefies to Malvina, 
have a finer effect than the invocation of any 


nuſe. He fits out with no formal propoſition 
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of his ſubjeCt; but the ſubject naturally and eaſi- 


ly unfolds itſelf ; the poem opening in an ani- 
mated manner, with the ſituation of Cuthullin, 
and the arrival of a ſcout who informs him of 
Swaran's landing. Mention is preſently made 
of Fingal, and of the expected aſſiſtance from 
the ſhips of the lonely iſle, in order to give fur- 
ther light to the ſubject. For the poet often 
ſhows his addreſs in gradually preparing us for 
the events he is to introduce; and in particular 
the preparation for the appearance of Fingal, 
the previous expectations that are raiſed, and the 
extreme magnificence fully anſwering theſe ex- 


pectations, with which the hero is at length 
preſented to us, are all worked up with ſuch. 
ſkilful conduct as would do honour to any poet. 


of the moſt refined times. Homer's art in mag- 
nifying the character of Achilles has been uni- 


verſally admired. Oſſian certainly ſhews no leſs, 
art in aggrandizing Fingal, Nothing could be 


more happily imagined for this purpoſe than the 


whole management of the laſt battle, wherein. 


Gaul the ſon of Morni, had beſought Fingal to 
retire, and to leave to him and his other chiefs 
the honour of the day. The generoſity of the 
king in agreeing to this propoſal; the majeſty 
with which he retreats to the hill, from whence 
he was to behold the engagement, attended by 


his bards, and waving the lightening of his ſword; 


his perceiving the chiefs overpowered by num- 


bers, but from unwillingneſs to deprive them of 


the glory of victory by coming in perſon to their 
aſſiſtance, firſt ſending Ullin, the bard, to ani- 
mate their courage; and at laſt, when the dan- 
ger becomes more preſſing, his rifing in his 
might, and interpoſing, like a divinity, to de- 
eide the doubtſul fate of the day, are all cir- 
cumſtances contrived with fo much art as plainly 
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diſcover the Celtic Bards to have been not un- 
practiſed in heroic poetry. 

The ſtory whichis the foundation of the Iliad is 
in itſelf as ſimple as thatof Fingal. Aquarrel ariſes 
between Achilles and Agamemnon concerning a 
female ſlave; on which Achilles, apprehending 
himſelf to be injured, withdraws his aſſiſtance 
from the reit of the Greeks. The Greeks fall 
into great diſtreſs, and beſeech him to be recon- 
ciled to them. He refuſes to fight for them in 
perſon, but ſends his friend Patroclus; and upon 
his being ſlain goes forth to revenge his death, 
and kills Hector. The ſubject of Fingal is this: 
Swaran comes to invade Ireland: Cuthullin, the 
guardian of the young king, had applied for aſ- 
ſiſtance to Fingal, who reigned in the oppoſite 
coaſt of Scotland. But before Fingal's arrival, he 
is hurried by rath counſel to encounter Swaran. 
He is defeated ; he retreats; and deſponds. Fin- 
gal arrives in this conjuncture. The battle is for 
ſome time dubious ; but in the end he conquers 
Swaran ; and the remembrance of Swaran's be— 
ing the brother of Agandecca, who had once 
ſaved his life, makes him diſmiſs him honour- 
ably. Homer, it is true, has filled up his ſtory 
with a much greater variety of particulars than 
Oſhan; and in this has ſhewn a compaſs of in- 
vention ſuperior to that of the other poet. But 
it muſt not be forgotten, that though Homer be 
more circum{ltantial, his incidents however are 
leſs diverſified in kind than thoſe of Oſſian. 

War and bloodſhed reign throughout the lliad ; 
and notwithſtanding all the fertility of Homer's 
invention, there is ſo much uniformity in his 
ſubjects, that there are few readers, who, before 
the cloſe, are not tired with perpetual fighting. 
Whereas in Oſſian, the mind is relieved by a 
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more agreeable diverſity. There is a finer mix- 
ture of war and heroiſm, with love and friend- 
ſhip, of martial, with tender ſcenes, than is to 
be met with, perhaps, in any other poet. The 
Epiſodes too, have great propriety ; as natural, 
and proper to that age and country : conſiſting 
of the ſongs of bards, which are known to have 
been the great entertainment of the Celtic heroes 
in war, as well as in peace. 'Theſe ſongs are 
not introduced at random; if you except the 
Epiſode of Duchommar and Morna, in the firſt 
book, which, though beautiful, is more unartful; 
than any of the reſt ; they have always ſome par- 
ticular relation to the actor who is intereſted, or 
to the events which are going on; and, whilſt 
they vary the ſcene, they preſerve a ſufficient 
connection with the main ſubject, by the fitneſs 
and propriety of their introduction. 

As Fingal's love to Agandecca influences 
ſome circumſtances of the poem, particularly the 
honourable diſmiſſion of Swaran at the end, it 
was neceſſary that we ſhould be let into this part 
of the hero's ſtory. But as it lay without the 
compaſs of the preſent action, it could be regu- 
jarly introduced no where, except in an Epiſode. 
Accordingly the poet, with as much propriety, 
as if Ariſtotle himſelf had directed the plan, has 
contrived an Epiſode for this purpoſe in the ſong 
of Carril, at the beginning of the third book. 

The concluſion of the poem is ſtrictly accord- 
ing to rule ; and 1s every way noble and pleaſing. 
The reconciliation of the contending heroes, the 
conſolation of Cuthuliin, and the general fe- 
city that crowns the action, ſooth the mind in 
a very agreeable manner, and form that paſlage 
irom agitation and trouvle, to perfect quiet and 
repoſe, which critics require as the proper termi- 
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nation of the Epic work. „ Thus they paſſed 
« the night in ſong, and brought back the mory. 
« ing with joy. Fingal aroſe on the heath; ang 
« ſhook his glittering ſpear in his hand. He 
« moved firſt towards the plains oi Lena; and 
« we followed like a ridge of fire. Spread the 
« fail, ſaid the king of Morven, and catch the 
« winds that pour from Lena.— We roſe on the 
„ wave with ſongs; and ruſhed with joy through 
« the foam of the ocean.” —80 much for the 
unity and general conduct of the Epic aCtion in 
Fingal. 

With regard to that property of the ſubject 
which Ariſtotle requires, that it ſhould be feign. 
ed not hiſtorical, he muſt not be underſtood ſo 
ſlrily, as if he meant to exclude all ſubjects 
which have any foundation in truth. For ſuch 
excluſion would both be unreaſonable in itſelf, 
and, what is more, would be contrary to the 
practice of Homer, who 1s known to have found- 
ed his Iliad on hiſtorical facts concerning the 
war of Troy, which was famous throughout all 
Greece. Ariſtotle means no more than that it 
is the buſineſs of a poet not to be a mere annaliſt 
of facts, but to embelliſh truth with beautiful, 
probable, and uleful fictions ; to copy nature, 
as he himſelf explains it, like painters, who pre- 
ſerve a likeneſs, but exhibit their objects more 
grand and beautiful than they are in reality, 
1 hat Oſhan has followed this courſe, and build- 
ing upon true hiſtory, has ſuſſiciently adorned it 
with poctical fiction for aggrandizing his charac- 
ters and facts, will not, I believe, be queſtioned 
by moſt readers. At the ſame time, the founda- 
tion which thoſe facts and characters had in 
truth, and the ſhare which the poet himſelf had 
in the tranſactions lich he records, muſt be 
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conſidered as no ſmall advantage to his work. 


For truth makes an impreſſion on the mind far 


beyond any fiction; and no man, let his imagi- 
nation be ever ſo ſtrong, relates any events fo 
ſeelingly as thoſe in which he has been intereſted; 
paints any ſcene ſo naturally as one which he has 
ſeen; or draws any characters in ſuch ſtrong 
colours as thoſe which he has perſonally known. 
It is conſidered as an advantage of the Epic ſub- 
ject to be taken from a period ſo diftant, as by 
being involved in the darkneſs of tradition, may 
give licence to fable. Though Oſſian's ſubject 
may at firſt view appear unfavourable in this re- 
ſpe, as being taken from his own times, yet 
when we reflect that he lived to an extreme old 
age; that he relates what had been tranſacted in 
another country, at the diſtance of many years, 
and after all that race of men who had been the 
actors were gone off the ſtage ; we ſhall find the 
objection in a great meaſure obviated. In fo 
rude an age, when no written records were 
known, when tradition was looſe, and accuracy 
of any kind little attended to, what was great 
and heroic in one generation caſily ripened into 
the marvellous in the next. 

The natural repreſentation of human charac- 
ters in an Epic Poem is highly eſſential to its 
merit: And in reſpect of this there can be no 
doubt of Homer's excelling all the heroic pocts 
who have ever wrote. But though Oſſian be 
much inferior to Homer in this article, he will 
be found to be equal at leaſt, if not ſuperior, to 
Virgil; and has indced given all the diſplay of 
human nature, which the ſimple occurrences of 
his times could be expected to furniſh. No dead 
uniformity of character prevails in Fingal; but, 
on the contrary, the principal characters are 0 

only 
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only clearly diſtinguiſhed, but ſometimes artſylty 
contraſted, ſo as to illuſtrate each other. Oſſian' 
heroes are, like Homer's, all brave; but their bra. 
very, like thoſe of Homer's too, is of different 
kinds. For inſtance, the prudent, the ſedate, 
the modeſt and circumſpect Connal, is finely op- 
poſed to the preſumptuous, raſh, overbearing, 
but gallant and generous Calmar. Calmar hurric; 
Cuthullin into action by his temerity; and when 
he ſees the bad effect of his counſels, he will no: 
ſurvive the diſgrace. Connal, like another Uly!. 
ſes, attends Cuthullin to his retreat, counſels, and 
comforts him under his misfortune. The fierce, 
the proud, and high- ſpirited Swaran is admirably 
contraſted with the calm, the moderate, and ge- 
nerous Fingal. The character of Oſcar is a favou- 
rite one throughout the whole poems. The ami- 
able warmth of the young warrior; his eager im- 
petuoſity in the day of action; his paſſion for fame; 
his ſubmiſſion to his father; his tenderneſs for 
Malvina, are the ſtrokes of a maſterly pencil; 
the ſtrokes are few; but it is the hand of nature, 
and attracts the heart. Oſſian's own character, 
the old man, the hero, and the bard, all in one, 
preſents to us through the whole work a moſt re— 
ſpectable and venerable figure, which we always 
contemplate with pleaſure. Cuthulin is a hero 
of the higheſt claſs : daring, magnanimous, and 
exquiſitely ſenſible to honour. We become at- 
tached to his intereſt, and are deeply touched with 
his diſtreſs; and after the admiration raiſed for 
him in the firſt part of the poem, it is a ſtrong 
proof of Oſſian's maſterly genius that he durſt au- 
venture to produce to us another hero, compared 
with whom, even the great Cuthullin, ſhould be 
only an inferior perſonage; and who ſhould riſe 

28 
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as far above him, as Cuthullin riſes above the 
reſt. 

Here indeed, in the character and deſcription 
of Fingal, Otſhan triumphs almoſt unrivalled : 
For we may boldly defy all antiquity to thew us 
any hero equal to Fingal. Homer's Hector poſ- 
ſeſſes ſeveral great and amiable qualities; but 
Hector in a ſecondary perſonage in the Iliad, not 
the hero of the work. We ſee him only occa— 
fonally z we know much lefs of him than we do 
of Fingal 3 who not only in this Epic Poem, but 
in Lemora, and throughout the reſt of Olhan's 
works, 1s preſented in all that variety of lights, 
which give the full difplay of a character. And 
though Hector faithfully diſcharges his duty to 
his country, his. friends, and his family, he is 
tinctured, however, with a degree of the ſame 
ſavage ferocity, which prevails among all the 
Homeric heroes. For we find him inſulting over 
the fallen Patroclus, with the moſt cruel taunts, 
and telling him when he lies in the agony of 
death, that Achilles cannot help him now; and 
that in a ſhort time his body, {tripped naked, and 
deprived of funeral honours, ſhall be devoured by 
the vultures *. Whereas in the character of 
Fingal, concur almoſt all the qualities that can en- 
noble human nature; that can cither make us ad- 
mire the hero, or love the man. He is not only 
unconquerable in war, but he makes his people 
happy by his wiſdom in the days of peace. He 
is truly the father of his people. He is known b 
the epithet of“ Fingal of the mildeſt look 3” and 


diſtinguiſhed, on every occaſion, by humanity 


and generoſity. He is merciful to his toes +; full 
| of 

* Hiad xvi. $30 Il. xvii. 127. 
+ When he commands lis ſors, after Swaran is taken priſo- 


ner, © to purſue the reſt of IL. ochlin, over the heath of oe s 
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of affection to his children; full of concern ab 
his friends; and never mentions Agandecca, hi 
firſt love, without the utmoſt tenderneſs. He i: 
the univerſal protector of the diſtreſſed; © None 
« ever went ſad from Fingal.“ . O Oſcar! 
« bend the ſtrong in arms; but ſpare the fechie 


the foes of thy people; but like the gale that 
«© moves the graſs, to thoſe who aſk thine aid, 
« 80 Trenmor lived; ſuch Trathal was; and 
e ſuch has Fingal been. My arm was the ſup. 
« port of the injured ; the weak reſted behind 
ce the lightening of my itcel.” Theſe were the 
maxims of true heroiſm, to which he formed his 
grandſon. His fame is repreſented as every where 
ſpread ; the greateſt heroes acknowledge his ſu- 
periority; his enemies tremble at his name; and 
the higheſt encomium that can be beſtowed on 
one whom the poet would moſt exalt, is to ſay, 
that his ſoul was like the ſoul of Fingal. 

To do juſtice to the poet's merit, in ſupporting 
ſuch a character as this, I muſt obſerve, what is 
not commonly attended to, that there is no part of 
poetical execution more difficult, than to draw a 
perfect character in ſuch a manner, as to render it 
diſtinct and affecting to the mind. Some ſtrokes 
of human imperfection and frailty, are what uſu- 


ally give us the moſt clear view, and the moſt ſen- 


ſible impreſſion of a character; becauſe they pre- 
ſent 


& that no veſſel may hereaſter bound on the dark- rolling 
© waves of Iniſtore;” he means not aſſuredly, as ſome have 
miſrepreſented him, to order a general ſlaughter of the foes, 
and to prevent their ſaving themſclves by flight; but, like a 
wiſe general, he commands his chiefs to render the victory 
complete, by a total rout of the enemy ; that they might ad- 
venture no more for the future, to fit out any fleet againſt lim 
or his allies, 
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; 
© {cnt to us a man, ſuch as we have ſeen ; they recall 


known features of human nature. When poets 


attempt to go beyond this range, and deſcribe a 


faultleſs hero, they, for the moſt part, ſet before 
us a ſort of vague undiſtinguiſhable character, 
ſuch as the imagination cannot lay hold of, or re- 

Gow We know 


5 alize to itſelf, as the object of affe 


how much Virgil has failed in this particular. 
His perfect hero, Eneas, is an unanimated, inſi- 
pid per ſonage, whom we may pretend to admire, 
but whom no one can heartily love. But what 
Virgil has failed in, Oſſian, to our aſtoniſhment, 
has ſucceſsfully executed. His Fingal, though 
exhibited without any of the common human fail- 
ings, is nevertheleſs a real man; a character which 
touches and intereſts every reader. To this it has 
much contributed, that the poet has repreſented 
him as an old man; and by this has gained the 
advantage of throwing around him a great many 
circumſtances, peculiar to that age, which paint 
him to the fancy in a more diſtinct light. He is 
ſurrounded with his family; he inſtructs his chil- 
dren in the principles of virtue; he is narrative 
of his paſt exploits; he 1s vencrable with the grey 
locks of age; he is frequently diſpoſed to mora- 
lize, like an old man, on human vanity and the 
proſpe&t of death. There is more art, at leaſt 
more felicity, in this, than may at firſt be imagin- 
ed. For youth and old age, are the two ſtates of 
human life, capable of being placed in the molt 
pictureſque lights. Middle age is more gencral 
and vague; and has fewer circumſtances peculiar 
to the idea of it. And when any object is in a ſi- 
tuation, that admits it to be rendered particular, 
and to be cloathed with a variety of circumſtan- 
ces, it always ſtands out more clear and full in po- 
etical deſcription. 

Beſides 
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Beſides human perſonages, divine or ſupernatu. 
ral agents are often introduced into epic poetry; 
forming what is called the machinery of it; which 
moſt critics hold to be an eſſential part. The 
marvellous, it muſt be admitted, has always a great 
charm for the bulk of readers. It gratifies the 
imagination, and affords room for ſtriking and 
ſublime deſcription. No wonder, therefore, that 
all poets ſhould have a ſtrong propenſity toward; 
it. But I muſt obſerve, that nothing is more 
difficult, than to adjuſt properly the marvellous 
with the probable. If a poet ſacrifice probability, 
and fill his work with extravagant ſupernatural 
ſcenes, he ſpreads over it an appearance of romance 
and childiſh fiction; he tranſports his readers 
from this world, into a fantaſtic, viſionary region; 
and loſes that weight and dignity which ſhould 
reign in epic poetry. No work, from which 
probability is altogether baniſhed, can make a 
Jaſting or deep impreſſion. Human actions and 
manners, are always the moſt intereſting objects 
which can be preſented to a human mind. All 
machinery, therefore, is faulty which withdraws 
theſe too much from view; or obſcures them un- 
der a cloud of incredible fictions. Beſides being 
temperately employed, machinery ought always 
to have ſome foundation in popular belief. A 
poet is by no means at liberty to invent what ſyſ- 
tem of the marvellous he pleaſes : He muſt avail 
himſelf either of the religious faith, or the ſuper- 
ſtitious credulity of the country wherein he lives; 
ſo as to give an air of probability to events which 
are moit contrary to the common courſe of na- 
ture. 

In theſe reſpects, Oſſian appears to me to have 
been remarkably happy. He has indeed follow- 
ed the ſame courſe with Homer. For it is per- 

fectly 
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ſectly abſurd to imagine, as ſome critics have done, 
that Homer's mythology was invented by him, 


i in conſequence of profound reflections on the 
© benefit it would yield to poetry. Homer was no 


© ſuch refining genius. 
ry ſtories on which he built his Iliad, mingled 


He found the traditiona— 


* with popular legends concerning the intervention 


of the gods; and he adopted theſe, becauſe they 


amuſed the fancy. Ofhan, in like manner, found 


the tales of his country full of ghoſts and ſpirits : 
It is likely he believed them himſelf ; and he in- 
troduced them, becauſe they gave his poems that 
ſolemn and marvellous caſt, which ſuited his ge- 


nius. This was the only machinery he could 


with the common belief of the country. 


E employ with propriety ; becauſe it was the only 


intervention of ſupernatural beings, which agreed 
It was 
happy; becauſe it did not interfere in the leaſt 
with the proper diſplay of human characters and 
actions: becauſe it had leſs of the incredible, than 
moſt other kinds of poetical machinery : and be- 
cauſe it ſerved to diverſify the ſcene, and to 
heighten the ſubject by an awful grandeur, which 
is the great deſign of machinery. 

As Oſhan's mythology is peculiar to himſelf, 
and makes a conliderable figure in his other 
poems, as well as in Fingal, it may be proper to 
make ſome obſervations on it, independent of its 
ſubſcrvieney to epic compolition. It turns, tor 
the moſt part, on the appearances of d-parted 
ſpirits. Theſe, conſonantly to the notions of 
every rude age, are repreſented not as purely im- 
material, but as thin airy forms, which can be 
vilible or inviſible at pleaſure; their voice is fee- 
ble; their arm is weak; but they are endowed 
with knowledge more than human. In a ſepa- 
rate ſtate, they retain the ſame diſpoſitions which 

animated 
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animated them in this life. They ride on the 
wind: they bend their airy bows; and purſue 
deer formed of clouds. The ghoſts of departed 
bards continue to fing. The ghoſts of departed 
heroes frequent the fields of their former fame, 
« They reſt together in their caves, and talk of 
« mortal men. Their ſongs are of other worlds. 
« They come ſometimes to the ear of reſt, and 
cc raiſe their feeble voice.” All this preſents to 
us much the ſame ſet of ideas, concerning ſpirits, 
as we find in the eleventh book of the Odyſſey, 


where Ulyſſes viſits the regions of the dead: 


And in the twenty-third book of the Iliad, the 


ghoſt of Patroclus, aſter appearing to Achilles, 
vaniſhes preciſely like one of Oſſian's, emitting a 
{hrill, feeble cry, and melting away like ſmoke. 


But though Homer's and Oſſian's ideas con- 


cerning ghoſts were of the ſame nature, we can- 
not but obſerve, that Oſſian's ghoſts are drawn 
with much {ſtronger and liveher colours than thoſe 
of Homer. 
particularity of one who had ſeen and converſed 
with them, and whoſe imagination was full of 
the impreſſion they had left upon it. He calls 
up thoſe awful and tremendous ideas which the 


Oſhan deſcribes ghoſts with all the 


Simulacra modis pallentia miris, 


are fitted to raiſe in the human mind; and 
_ which, in Shakeſpeare's ſtyle, „ harrow up the 
t foul.” 
beginning of the ſecond book of Fingal, may 
vie with any appearance of this kind, deſcribed 
by any epic or tragic poet whatever. Moſt poets 
would have contented themſelves with telling us, 
that he reſembled, in every particular, the living 
Crugal; that his form and dreſs were the ſame, 
only his face more pale and fad ; and that he bore 
the mark of the wound by which he fell. But 


Crugal's ghoſt, in particular, in the 
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Oſian ſets before our eyes a ſpirit from the in- 
| viſible world, diſtinguiſhed by all thoſe features, 
| which a ſtrong aſtoniſhed imagination would give 
to a ghoſt. © A dark-red ſtream of fire comes 
| « down from the hill. Crugal fat upon the 
| « beam; he that lately fell by the hand of Swa- 
e ran, ſtriving in the battle of heroes. His face 
e js like the beam of the ſetting moon. His 
| « robes are of the clouds of the hill. His eyes 
| « are like two decaying flames. Dark is the 
| « wound of his breaſt.—.'T he ſtars dim-twinkled 
« through his form; and his voice was like the 
e ſound of a diſtant ſtream.” The circumſtance 
of the ſtars being beheld, « dim-twinkling 
e through his form,” is wonderfully pictureſque 
and conveys the molt lively impreſſion of his thin 
and ſhadowy ſubſtance. The attitude in which 
he is afterwards placed, and the ſpeech put into 
his mouth, are full of that ſolemn and awſul ſub- 
limity, which ſuits the ſubject. Dim, and in 
« tears, he ſtood and ſtreached his pale hand 
« over the hero. Faintly he raiſed his feeble 
« yoice like the gale of the reedy Lego. My 
be ohoft, O Connal! is on my native hills; but 
« my corſe is on the ſands of Ullin. Thou 
te ſhalt never talk with Crugal, or find his lone 


« ſteps in the heath. I am light as the blaſt of 


« Cromla ; and I move like the ſhadow of miſt. 
“ Connal, ſon of Colgar ! 1 ſee the dark cloud 
« of death. It hovers over the plains of Lena. 
“The ſons of green Erin ſhall fall. Remove 
« from the field of ghoſts.—Like the darkened 
moon he retired in the midſt of the -whiſtling 
&« blaſt.” 

Several other appearances of ſpirits might be 
pointed out, as among the moſt ſublime paſſages 


of Oſſian's poetry. The circumſtances of them 
Vor. II. M are 
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are conſiderably diverſified z and the ſcenery al. 
ways ſuited to the occaſion. © Oſcar flowly ai. 
« cends the hill. The meteors of night ſet on 
« the heath before him. A diſtant torrent 
« faintly roars. Unfrequent blaſts ruſh through 
« aged oaks. The half-enlightened moon ſinks 
« dim and red behind her hill. Feeble voices 
« are heard on the heath. Oſcar drew his 
« ſword.” —— Nothing can prepare the fancy 


more happily for the awful ſcene that is to fol. 


low. « 'Trenmor came from his hill, at the 
« voice of his mighty ſon. A cloud, like the 
« {tecd of the ſtranger, ſupported his airy limbs. 
« His robe is of the miſt of Leno, that brings 
« death to the people. His ſword is a green 
« meteor, half-extinguiſhed. His face is with- 
« out form, and dark. He fighed thrice over 
« the hero: and thrice, the winds of the night 
& roared around. Many were his words to Ol- 

car He flowly vaniſhed, like a miſt that 
« melts on the ſunny hill.” To appearances of 
this kind, we can find no parallel among the 
Greek or Roman poets. 'They bring to mind 
that noble deſcription in the book of Job: « In 
« thoughts from the viſions of the night, when 
« deep fleep falleth on men, fear came upon 
&« me, and trembling, which made all my bones 
c to ſhake. Uhen a ſpirit paſſed before my 
« face. The hair of my fleſh ſtood up. It 
c ſtood ſtill; but I could not diſcern the form 
« thereof. An image was before mine eyes. 
« There was ſilence; and I heard a voice— 
cc —Shall mortal man be more juſt than 


« God*?” 


As 
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As Oſſian's ſupernatural beings are deſcribed 
with a ſurpriſing force of imagination, ſo they 
are introduced with propriety. We have only 
three ghoſts in Fingal: that of Crugal, which 
comes to warn the hoſt of impending deitruction, 
and to adviſe them to fave themſelves by retreat; 
that of Evirallin, the ſpouſe of Oſſian, which calls 
him to riſe and reſcue their ſon from danger; and 
that of Agandecca, which, juſt before the laſt 
engagement with Swaran, moves Fingal to pity, 
by mourning for the approaching deſtruction of 
her kinſmen and people. In the other poems, 
ghoſts ſometimes appear when invoked to fore- 
tell futurity; frequently, according to the noti- 
ons of theſe times, they come as forerunners of 
misfortune or death, to thoſe whom they viſit ; 
ſometimes they inform their friends at a diſtance 
of their own death; and ſometimes they are in- 
troduced to heighten the ſcenery on ſome great 
and ſolemn occaſion. © A hundred oaks burn 
« to the wind : and faint light gleams over the 
« heath. The ghoſts of Ardven pafs through 
« the beam; and ſhew their dim and diſtant 
« forms. Comala ts half-unſeen on her meteor ; 
« and Hidallan is ſudden and dim.” « The 
« awful faces of other times, looked from the 
« clouds of Crona.”—<« Fercuth! I faw the 
« ghoſt of night. Silent he ſtood on that bank; 
© his robe of milt flew on the wind. I could 
« behold his tears. An aged man he ſeemed, 
« and full of thought.” 

The ghoſts of ſtrangers mingle not with thoſe 
of the natives. © She is ſeen; but not like the 
« daughters of the hill. Her robes are from the 
« ſtrangers land; and ſhe is ſtill alone.” When 
the ghoſt of one whom we had formerly known 
is introduced, the propriety of the living charac- 
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ter is ſtill preſerved. This is remarkable in the 
appearance of Calmar's ghoſt, in the poem en. 
titled The Death of Cuthullin. He ſeems to 
forebode Cuthullin's death, and to beckon him to 
his cave. Cuthullin reproaches him for ſuppoſin 


that he could be intimidated by ſuch prognoſtics. 


« Why doſt thou bend thy dark eyes on me, 
cc hoſt of the car-borne Calmar? Would'ſt thou 
& frighten me, O Matha's fon! from the battles of 
«© Cormac? Thy hand was not feeble in war; 
neither was thy voice for peace. How art 
* thou changed, chief of Lara! if now thou 
& doſt adviſe to fly! Retire thou to thy cave: 
© Thou art not Calmar's ghoſt: He delighted in 
© battle; and his arm was like the thunder of 
c heaven.” Calmar makes no return to this 
ſeeming reproach : But, “He retired in his blaſt 
&« with joy; for he had heard the voice of his 
te praiſe.” This is preciſely the ghoſt of Achil- 
les in Homer; who, notwithſlanding all the diſ- 
ſatisfaction he expreſſes with his ſtate in the re- 
gion of the dead, as ſoon as he had heard his ſon 
Neoptolemus praiſed for his gallant behaviour, 
ſtrode away with filent joy to rejoin the reſt of 
the ſhades *. 

It is a great advantage of Oſhan's mythology, 
that it is not local and temporary, like that of 
moſt other ancient poets 3 which of courſe is apt 
to ſeem ridiculous, after the ſuperſtitions have 
paſſed away on which it was founded. Oſſian's 
mythology is, to ſpeak ſo, the mythology of hu- 
man nature; for it is founded on what has been 
the popular belief in all ages and countries, and 
under all forms of religion, concerning the ap- 
pearances of departed ſpirits. Homer's machi- 
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g nery is always lively and amuſing; but far from 
being always ſupported with proper dignity. The 
indecent ſquabbles among his gods, ſurely do 


no honour to epic poetry. Whereas Oſſian's 


machinery has dignity upon all occaſions. It is 


indeed a dignity of the dark and awful kind : 
but this is proper; becauſe coincident with the 
ſtrain and ſpirit of the poetry. A light and gay 
mythology, like Homer's, would have been per- 


fectly unſuitable to the ſubjects on which Oſſian's 


genius was employed. But though this machine- 
ry be always ſolemn, it is not, however, always 
dreary or diſmal ; it 1s enlivened, as much as the 
ſubject would permit, by thoſe pleaſant and beau- 
tiful appearances, which he ſometimes introduces, 
of the ſpirits of the hill. Theſe are gentle ſpi- 
tits ; deſcending on ſun-beams; fair-moving on 
the plain; their forms white and bright; their 
voices {ſweet z and their viſits to men propitious. 
'Che greateſt praiſe that can be given, to the beau- 


ty of a living woman, is to ſay, „She is fair as 


« the ghoſt of the hill ; when it moves in a ſun- 
« beam at noon, over the ſilence of Morven.” 


„The hunter ſhall hear my voice from his booth. 


« He ſhall fear, but love my voice. For ſweet 
** ſhall my voice be for my friends; for pleaſant 
“were they to me.” 

: Befides ghoſts, or the ſpirits of departed men, 
we find in Oſhan ſome inſtances of other kinds 


of machinery. Spirits of a ſuperior nature to 


ghoſts are ſometimes alluded to, which have power 


to embroil the deep; to call forth winds and 


ilorms, and power them on the land of the ſtran- 


ger; to overturn foreſts, and to ſend death a- 


mong the people. We have prodigies too; a 
thower of blood; and when ſome diſaſter is be- 


?allng ata diſtance, the ſound of deathheard on the 
M 3 ſtrings 
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ftrings of Oſſian's harp : all perfectly conſonant, 


not only to the peculiar ideas of northern nations, 
but to the general current of a ſuperſtitious ima. 
gination in all countries, The deſcription of Fit. 
gal's airy hall, in the poem called Berrathon, and 
of the aſcent of Malvina into it, deſerves particu. 
lar notice, as remarkably noble and magnificent, 
But above all, the engagement of Fingal with the 
jpirit of Loda, in Carric-thura, cannot be men— 
tioned without admiration. I forbear tranſcribing 
the paſſage, as it muſt have drawn the attention 
of every one who has read the works of Oſſian. 
The undaunted courage of Fingal, oppoſed to all 
the terrors of the Scandinavian God; the ap- 
pearance and the ſpeech of that awful ſpirit; the 
wound which he receives, and the ſhrick which 
he ſends forth, “ as rolled into himſelf, he roſe 
upon the wind;“ are full of the moſt amazing and 
terrible majeſty. I know no paſlage more ſublime 
in the writings of any uninſpired author. The 
fiction is calculated to aggrandize the hero: which 
it does to a high degree; nor is it ſo unnatural or 
wild a fiction as might at firſt be thought. Ac- 


cording to the notions of thoſe times, ſupernatu- 


ral beings were material, and, conſequently, vul- 
nerable. The ſpirit of Loda was not acknow- 
ledged as a deity by Fingal; he did not worſhip at 
the ſtone of his power: he plainly conſidered 
him as the God of his enemies only ; as a local 
deity, whoſe dominion extended no farther than 
to the regions where he was worſhipped ; who 
had, therefore, no title to threaten him, and no 
claim to his ſubmiſhon. We know there are po- 
ctical precedents of great authority, for fictions 
fully as extravagant; and if Homer be forgiven 
for making Diomed attack, and wound in battle, 
the gods whom that chief himſelf worſhipped, 

Oſſian 
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Oſſian ſurely is pardonable for making his hero 
ſuperior to the god of a foreign territory “. 
Notwithſtanding the poetical advantages which 
1 have aſcribed to Oſſian's machinery, I acknow- 
ledge it would have been much more beautiful 
and perfect, had the author diſcovered ſome 
knowledge of a Supreme Being. Although his 
filence on his head has been accounted for by 
the learned and ingenious tranſlator in a very pro- 
bable manner, yet ſtill it mult be held a conſider- 
able difadvantage to the poetry. . For the moſt 
auguſt and lofty ideas that can embelliſh poetry 
are derived from the belief of a divine adminiſtra- 
tion of the univerſe : And hence the invocation 
of a dupreme Being, or at leaſt of ſome ſuperior 
powers who are conceived as preſiding over hu- 
man affairs, the folemnities of religious worſhip, 
prayers preferred, and aſſiſtance implored on cri- 
tical occaſions, appear with great dignity in the 


4 works 


The ſcene of this encounter of Fingal with the ſpirit of 
Leda is laid in Iniſtore, or the iſlands of Orkney; and in the 
de{cription of Fingal's landing there, it is ſaid, * A rock bends 
along the coalt with all its echoing wood. On the top is 
* the circle of Loda, with the mouſly itone of power.” In con- 
firmation of Offian's topography, it is proper to acquaint the 
reader, that in theſe iſlands, as 1 have been well informed, 
there are many pillars, and circles of ſtones, {till remaining, 
known by the name of the ſtones and circles of Loda, or I. o- 
den; to which ſome degree of ſuperſtitious regard is annexed 
to this day, Theſe iflands, until the year 1468, made a part 
of the Daniſh dominions. Their ancient language, of which 
there are yet ſome remains among the natives, is called the 
Norſe ; and is a dialeQ, not of the Celtic, but of the Scandi- 


navian tongue. The manners and the ſuperſtition of the in- 


habitants are quite diſtint from thoſe of the Highlands and 
weltern iſles of Scotland. Their ancient ſongs, too, are of a 
different {train and character, turning upon magical incauta- 
tions and evocations from the dead, which were the favourite ſub- 
jects of the old Runic poetry. They have many traditions 
among them, of wars in former times with the inhabitants ot 
the weſtern iſlands, 
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works of almoſt all poets as chief ornaments «; 
their compoſitions. The abſence of all ſuch reli. 
gious ideas from Oſſian's poetry is a ſenſible 
blank in it; the more to be regretted, as we can 


eaſily imagine what an illuſtrious figure they woud 


have made under the management of ſuch a ge. 
nius at his; and how finely they would have been 
adapted to many ſituations which occur in his 
works. 

After ſo particular an examination of Fingal, 
it were needleſs to enter into as full a diſcuſſion of 
the conduct of Temora, the other Epic Poem. 
Many of the ſame obſervations, eſpecially with 
regard to the great charaQteriſtics of heroic poe- 
try, apply to both. The high merit, however, 
of Pemora, requires that we ſhould not paſs it by 
without ſome remarks. 

The ſcene of Temora, as of Fingal, is laid in 
Ireland; and the action is of a poſterior date. 
The ſubject is, an expedition of the hero, to de- 
throne and puniſh a bloody uſurper, and to re- 
ſtore the poſſeſſion of the kingdom to the poſteri- 
ty of the lawful prince; an undertaking worthy 
of the juſtice and heroiſm of the great Fingal. 
The action is one, and complete. The poem 
opens with the deſcent of Fingal on the coaſt, 
and the conſultation held among the chiefs of the 
enemy. The murder of the young prince Cor- 
mac, which was the cauſe of the war, being an- 
tecedent to the epic action, is introduced with 

great propriety as an epiſode in the firſt book. In 
the progreſs of the poem, three battles are de ſcrib- 
ed, which riſe in their importance above one ano- 
ther; the ſucceſs is various, and the iſſue for 
ſome time doubtful ; till at laſt, Fingal brought 
into diſtreſs, by the wound of his great general 
Gaul, and the death of his ſon Fillan, aſſumes the 
command 
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command himſelf, and having ſlain the Iriſh 
| king in ſingle combat, reſtores the rightful heir 
to his throne. 


Temora has perhaps leſs fire than the other 


epic poem; but in return it has more variety, 
more tenderneſs, and more magniſicence. The 
| reigning idea, ſo often preſented to us of 
„ Fingal in the laſt of his fields,” is venerable. 


and affecting; nor could any more noble con- 


dluſion be thought of, than the aged hero, after 


ſo many ſucceſsful atchievements, taking his 
leave of battles, and with all the ſolemnities of 
thoſe times reſigning his ſpear to his ſon. The 
events are leſs crowded in Temora than in Fin- 
gal; actions and characters are more particularly 
diſplayed; we are let into the tranſactions of 
both hoſts; and informed of the adventures of 
the night as well as of the day. The ſtill pathe- 
tic, and the romantic ſcenery of ſeveral of the 
night adventures, fo remarkably ſuited to Offi- 
an's genius, occaſion a fine diverfity in the poem; 
and are happily contraſted with the military ope- 
rations of the day. | 

In moſt of our author's poems, the horrors of 
war are ſoftened by intermixed ſcenes of love 
and friendſhip. In Fingal, theſe are introduced 
as epiſodes z in 'Temora, we have an incident of 
this nature wrought into the body of the piece; 


in the adventure of Cathmor and Sulmalla. This 


forms one of the moſt conſpicuous beauties of 
that poem. The diſtreſs of Sulmalla, diſguiſed . 
and unknown among ſtrangers, her tender and. 
anxious concern for the ſafety of Cathmor, her 
dream, and her melting remembrance of the 
land of her fathers; Cathmor's emotion when 
he firſt diſcovers her, his ſtruggles to conceal: 
and ſuppreſs his paſſion, leſt it ſhould unman 
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him in the midſt of war, though « his ſoy} 
« poured forth in ſecret, when he beheld her 
« fearful eye ;” and the laſt interview between 
them, when overcome by her tenderneſs, he lets 
her know he had diſcovered her, and confeſſes 
his paſſion ; are all wrought up with the moſt 
exquiſite ſenſibility and delicacy. 

Beſides the characters which appeared in Fin. 
gal, ſeveral new ones are here introduced; and 
though, as they-are all the characters of warriors, 
bravery is the predominant feature, they are 
nevertheleſs diverſified in a ſenſible and ſtriking 
manner. Foldath, for inſtance, the general of 
Cathmor, exhibits the perfect picture of a ſavage 
chieftain : Bold, and daring, but preſumptous, 
cruel, and overbearing. He is diſtinguiſhed, on 
his firſt appearance, as the friend of the tyrant 
Cairbar; „ His ſtride is haughty ; his red eye 
Tolls in wrath.” In his perſon and whole de- 
portment, he is contraſted with the mild and 
wiſe Hidalla, another leader of the ſame army, 
on whoſe humanity and gentleneſs he looks with 
great contempt. He profeſſedly delights in ſtrife 
and blood. He inſults over the fallen. He is 
imperious in his counſels, and factious when they, 
are not followed. He is unrelenting in all his 
ſchemes of revenge, even to the length of deny- 
ing the funeral ſong to the dead; which, from 
the injury thereby done to their ghoſts, was, in 
thoſe days, conſidered as the greateſt barbarity. 
Fierce to the laſt, he comforts himfelf in his dy- 
ing moments, with thinking that his ghoſt ſhall 
vften leave its blaſt to rejoice over the graves of 
thoſe he had ſlam. Yet Oſſian, ever prone to 
the pathetic, has contrived to throw into his 
account of the death, even of this man, ſome 


tender. 
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tender circumſtances; by the moving deſcription 
of his daughter Dardulena, the laſt of his race. 
The character of Foldath tends much to exalt 
that of Cathmor, the chief commander, which 
is diſtinguiſhed by the moſt humane virtues. He 
abhors all fraud and cruelty, is famous for his 
hoſpitality to ſtrangers; open to every generous 
ſentiment, and to every ſoft and compaſſionate 
feeling. He is ſo amiable as-to divide the read- 
er's attachment between him and the hero of the 
poem; though our author has artfully managed 
it ſo, as to make Cathmor himſelf indirectly ac- 
knowledge Fingals ſuperiority, and to appear 
ſome what apprehenſive of the event, after the 
death of Fillan, which he knew would call forth 
Fingal in all his might. It is very remarkable, 
that although Oſhan has introduced into his 
poems three complete heroes, Cuthullin, Cath- 
mor, and Fingal, he has, however, ſenſibly. diſ- 
tinguiſhed each of their characters. Cuthullin 
is particularly honourable; Cathmor particularly 
amiable; Fingal wiſe and great, retaining an aſ- 
cendant peculiar to himſelf in whatever light he 
is viewed. | 
But the favourite figure in Temora, and the 
one moſt highly finithed, is Fillan. His cha- 
racter is of that ſort, for which Olhan ſhews a- 
particular fondneſs; an eager, fervent young 
warrior, fired with all the impatient enthuſiaſm: 
for military glory, peculiar to that time of life. 
He had ſketched this. in the diſcription of his- 
own ſon Oſcar; but as he has extended it more 
fully in Fillan, and as the character is ſo conſo- 
nant to the epic ſtrain, though, ſo. far as I re- 
member, not placed in ſuch a conſpicuous light- 
by any other epic poet, it. may be worth while: 
td 
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to attend a little to Oſſian's management of it in 
this inſtance. | 

Fillan was the youngeſt of all the ſons of Fin. 
al; younger, it is plain, that his nephew Oſcar, 

y whoſe fame and great deeds in war, we ma 
naturally ſuppoſe his ambition to have been high. 
ly ſtimulated. Withal, as he is younger, he is 
deſcribed as more raſh and fiery. His firſt ap. 
pearance is ſoon after Oſcar's death, when he 
was employed to watch the motions of the foe 
by night. In a converſation with his brother 
Oſſian, on that occaſion, we learn that it was 
not long ſince he began to lift the ſpear. « Few 
« are the marks of my ſword in battle; but 
* my ſoul is fire.” He is with ſome difficulty 
reſtrained by Oſſian from going to attack the 
enemy; and complains to him, that his 
father had never allowed him any opportuni- 
ty of ſignalizing his valour. «© The king 
« hath not remarked my ſword ; I go forth with 
*« the crowd; I return without my fame.“ Soon 


after, when Fingal according to cuſtom was to 


appoint one of his chieſs to command the army, 
and each was ſtanding forth, and putting in his 
claim to this honour, Fillan is preſented in the 
tollowing moſt pictureſque and natural attitude. 
«© On his ſpear ſtood the ſon of Clatho, in the 
© wandering of his locks. Thrice he raiſed his 


« eyes to Fingal : his voice thrice failed him as. 


« he ſpoke. Fillan could not boaſt of battles, 


« at once he {trode away. Bent over a diſtant: 
* 


« ſtream he ſtood; the tear hung in his eye. 
« He ſtruck, at times, the thiſtle's head, with 
« his inverted ſpear.” No leſs natural and beau- 
tiful is the deſcription of Fingal's paternal emo- 
tion on this occaſion. « Nor is he unſeen of- 
4 Fingal. Side-long he beheld his fon. He 

« beheld 
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« beheld him with burſting joy. He hid the 
« big tear with his locks, and turned amidſt his 
« crowded ſoul.” 'The command, for that day, 
being given to Gaul, Fillan ruſhes amidſt the 
thickeſt of the foe, ſaves Gauls life, who is 
wounded by a random arrow, and diſtinguiſhes 
himſelf ſo in battle, that « the days of old re- 
« turn on Fingals mind, as he beholds the re- 
« nown of his ſon. As the ſun rejoices from the 
« cloud, over the tree his beams have raiſed, 
« whillt it ſhakes its lonely head on the heath, 
« ſo joyful is the king over Fillan.” Sedate 
however and wiſe, he mixes the praiſe which he 
beſtows on him with ſome reprehenſion of his 
raſhneſs, * My ſon, I ſaw thy deeds, and my ſoul 
« was glad. Thou art brave, ſon of Clatho, 
« but headlong in the ſtrife. So did not Fingal 
« advance, though he never feared a foe, Let 
« thy people be a ridge behind thee ; they are 
« thy ſtrength in the field. Then ſhalt thou 
« be long renowned, and behold the tombs of 
« thy fathers.” 

On the next day, the greateſt and the laſt of 
Fillan's life, the charge is committed to him of 
leading on the hoſt to battle. Fingal's ſpeech to 
his troops on this occaſion is full of noble ſenti- 
ment; and where he recommends his ſon to 
their care, extremely touching. A young 
« beam is before you; few are his ſteps to war. 
« 'They are few, but he is valiant; defend my 
% dark-haired ſon. Bring him back with joy; 
'© hereafter he may ſtand alone. His form is 
* like his fathers; his ſoul is a flame of their 
« fire.” When the battle begins, the poet puts 
torth his ſtrength to deſcribe the exploits of the 
young hero; who, at laſt encountering and kill- 
wg with his own hand Foldath the oppoſite ge- 

neral, 
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neral, attains the pinnacle of glory. In wiizs 
follows, when the fate of Fillan is drawing near, 
Oſkan, if any where, excels himſelf. Foldath 
being flain, and. a general rout begun, there 
was no recourſe left to the enemy but in the 
great Cathmor himſelf, who in this extremity 
deſcends from the hill, where, according to the 
cuſtom of thoſe princes, he ſurveyed the battle, 
Obſerve how this critical event is wrought up by 
the poet. «© Wide ſpreading over echoing Lu- 
« bar, the flight of Bolga is rolled along. Fil. 
& lan hung forward on their ſteps ;. and ſtrewed 
c the heath with dead. Fingal rejoiced over 
& his ſon. Blue-ſhielded Cathmor roſe.” 
« Son of Alpin, bring the harp! Give Fillan's 
cc praiſe to the wind; raiſe high his praiſe in my 
« hall, while yet he ſhines. in war. Leave, 
« blue-cyed Clatho ! leave thy hall; behold 
e that early beam of thine ! The hoſt is wither- 
« ed in its courſe. Neo farther look it is 
« dark—light-trembling from the harp, ſtrike, 
c“ virgins! ſtrike the ſound.” The ſudden in- 
terruption, and ſuſpenſe of the narration on 
Cathmor's riſing from his hill, the abrupt burſt- 
ing into the praiſe of Fillan, and the paſſionate 
apoſtrophe to his mother Clatho, are admirable 
efforts of poetical art, in order to intereſt us in 
Fillan's danger; and the whole is heightened by 
the immediately following ſimile, one of the 
moſt magnificent and ſublime that is to be met 


with in any poet, and which if it had been found. 


in Homer, would have been. the frequent ſub- 


ject of admiration to critics; “ Fillan is like a. 


« ſpirit of heaven, that deſcends from the ſkirt 
« of his blaſt. The troubled ocean feels his 
«6. ſteps, as he ſtrides from wave to wave. His. 


6c path. 
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tc path kindles behind him; iſlands ſhake their 
cc Leads on the heaving ſeas.” 

But the poet's art is not yet exhauſted. The 
fall of this noble young warrior, or, in Oſſian's 
ſtyle, the extinction of this beam of heaven, 
could not be rendered too intereſting and affect- 
ing. Our attention is naturally drawn towards. 
Fingal. He beholds from his hill the riſing of 
Cathmor, and the danger of his ſon. But what 
ſhall he do ? « Shall Fingal riſe to his aid, and. 
« take the ſword of Luno ? What then ſhould 
« become of thy fame, ſon of white-boſomed. 
« Clatho? Turn not, thine eyes from Fingal, 
« daughter of Iniſtore! I ſhall not quench thy 
© early beam, —No cloud of mine ſhall riſe, my 
« ſon, upon thy ſoul of fire.” Struggling be- 
tween concern for the fame, and fear for the 
ſafety of his ſon, he withdraws from the ſight, 
of the n and diſpatches Oſſian in 
haſte to the field, with this affectionate and de- 
licate injunction: „ Father of Oſcar !” addreſ- 
ling him by a title which on this occaſion has 
the highelt propriety, „“ Father of. Oſcar !: lift 


te the ſpear; defend the young in arms. But con- 


« ceal thy ſteps from Fillan's eyes: He muſt not 
« know that I doubt his ſteel.” Oſſian arrived 
too late. But unwilling to deſcribe Fillan van- 
quiſhed, the poet ſuppreſſes all the circumſtances. 
of the combat with Cathmor; and only ſhews us 
the dying hero. We ſce him animated to the end 
with the ſame martial and ardent ſpirit; breathing. 
his laſt in bitter regret for being ſo early. cut off 
from the field of glory. “ Offian, lay me in 


« that hollow rock. Raiſe no ſtone above me, 
t leſt one ſhould aſk about my fame. I am fallen 


56. in. the firſt of my fields; fallen without re- 
| « nown. 
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c nown. Let thy voice alone, ſend joy to my 
« flying foul. Why ſhould the bard know 
c where dwells the early-fallen Fillan.” He 
who after tracing the circumſtances of this ſtory, 
ſhall deny that our bard is poſſeſſed of high ſen. 
timent and high art, muſt be {ſtrangely preju- 
diced indeed. Let him read the ſtory of Pallas 
in Virgil, which is of a ſimilar kind; and after 
all the praiſe he may juſtly beſtow on the ele- 
gant and finiſhed deſcription of that amiable au- 
thor, let him ſay which of the two poets unfolds 
moſt of the human ſoul. I waive inſiſting on 
any more of the particulars in Temora; as my 
aim is rather to lead the reader into the genius 
and ſpirit of Oſſian's poetry, than to dwell on all 
his beauties. 


The judgment and art diſcovered in conduct- 


ing works of ſuch length as Fingal and Temora, 
diſtinguiſh them from the other poems in this 
collection. The ſmaller pieces, however, con- 
tain particular beauties no leſs eminent. They 
are hiſtorical poems, generally of the elegiac 
kind z and plainly diſcover themſelves to be the 
work of the ſame author. One conſiſtent face 
of manners is every where preſented to us; one 
{pirit of poetry reigns; the maſterly hand of Of- 
ſian appears throughout; the ſame rapid and 


animated ſtyle ; the ſame ſtrong colouring of 


imagination, and the ſame glowing ſenſibility of 
heart. Beſides the unity which belongs to the 
compoſitions of one man, there is moreover a 
certain unity of ſubject, which very happily con- 
nects all theſe poems. They form the poetica! 
hiſtory of the age of Fingal. 'The ſame race of 


heroes whom he had met with in the greater. 


poems, Cuthullin, Oſcar, Connal, and Gaul, 
return again upon the ſtage; and Fingal himſelf 
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is always the principal figure, preſented on every 
occaſion, with equal magnificence, nay riſing 
upon us to the laſt. The circumſtances of Oſ- 
fan's old age and blindneſs, his ſurviving all his 
friends, and his relating their great exploits to 
Malvina, the ſpouſe or miſtreſs of his beloved 
ſon Oſcar, furniſh the fineſt poetical ſituations 
that fancy could deviſe for that tender pathetic 
which reigns in Oſſian's poetry. 

On cach of theſe poems, there might be room 
for ſeparate obſervations, with regard to the 
conduct and diſpoſition of the incidents, as well 
as to the beauty of the deſcriptions and ſenti- 
ments. Carthon is a regular and highly-finiſhed 
piece. 'The main ſtory is very properly intro- 
duced by Cleſſammor's relation of the adventure 
of his youth; and this introduction is finely 
heightened by Fingal's ſong of mourning over 
Moina; in which Oſſian, ever fond of doing 
honour to his father, has contrived to diſtinguiſh 
him, for being an eminent poet, as well as war- 
rior. Fingal's ſong upon this occaſion, when 
« his thouſand Bards leaned forwards from their 
« ſeats, to hear the voice of the king,” is infe- 
rior to no paſſage in the whole book; and with 
great judgment put in his mouth, as the ſeriouſ- 
neſs, no leſs than the ſublimity of the ſtrain, is 
peculiarly ſuited to the Hero's character. In 
Darthula are aſſembled almoſt all the tender 
images that can touch the heart of man; Friend- 
ſhip, love, the affections of parents, ſons, and 
brothers, the diſtreſs of the aged, and the un- 
availing hravery of the young. The beautiful 
addreſs to the moon, with which the poem 
opens, and the tranſition from thence to the ſub- 
jet, moſt happily prepare the mind for that 
train of affecting events that is to follow. The 

ſtory 
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ſtory is regular, dramatic, intereſting to the laſt. 
He who can read it without emotion may con- 
gratulate himſelf, if he pleaſes, upon being com. 
pletely armed againit ſympathetic ſorrow, Az 
Fingal had no occaſion of appearing in tlie ac. 
tion of this poem, Oſhan makes a very artful 

tranſition from his narration, to what was paſſin 
in the halls of Selma. 'The found heard there 
on the ſtrings of his harp, the concern which 
Fingal thows on hearing it, and the invocation 
of the ghoſts of their fathers, to receive the he. 
roes failing in a diſtant Jand, are introduced with 
great beauty of imagination to increaſe the ſo- 
lemnity, and to diverſify the ſcenery of the poem, 
Carric-thura is full of the moſt ſublime digni- 
ty; and has this advantage of being more cheer. 
ful in the ſubject, and more happy in the cataſ. 
trophe than moſt of the other poems: Though 
tempered at the ſame time with epiſodes in that 
{train of tender melancholy, which ſeems to have 
been the great delight of Oſſian and the Bards of 
his age. Lathmon is peculiaiiy diſtinguiſhed, by 
high generoſity of ſentiment. This is carried ſo 
far, particularly in the refuſal of Gaul, on one 
ſide, to take the advantage of a ſleeping foe; 
and of Lathmon, on the other, to overpower 
by numbers the two young warriors, as to recall 
into one's mind the manners of chivalry ; ſome 
reſemblance to which may perhaps be ſuggeſted 
by other incidents in this collection of poems. 
Chivalry, however, took riſe in an age and coun- 
try too remote from thoſe of Oſſian, to admit the 
ſuſpicion that the one could have borrowed any 
thing from the other. So far as chivalry had any 
real exiſtence, the ſame military enthuſiaſm, 
which gave birth to it in the feudal times, might, 
in the days of Oſſian, that is, in the 3 a 
riſing 
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riſing ſtate, through the operation of the ſame 
cauſe, very naturally produce effects of the ſame 
kind on the minds and manners of men. So far 
as chivalry was an ideal ſyſtem exiſting only in 
romance, it will not be thought ſurpriſing, when 
we reflect on the account before given of the Cel- 
tic Bards, that this imaginary refinement of he- 
roic manners ſhould be found among them, as 
much, at leaſt, as among the Trobadores, or 
ſtrolling Provengal Bards, in the 1oth or 11th 
century; whoſe ſongs, it is ſaid, firſt gave riſe 
to thoſe romantic ideas of heroiſm, which for fo 
long a time enchanted Europe *. Oſſian's he- 
roes have all the gallantry and generoſity of thoſe 
fabulous knights, without their extravagance 
and his love ſcenes have native tenderneſs, with- 
out any mixture of thoſe forced and unnatural 
conceits which abound in the old romances. 
The adventures related by our poet which reſem- 
ble the moſt thoſe of romance, concern women 
who follow their lovers to war diſguiſed in the 
armour of men; and theſe are ſo managed as to 
produce, in the diſcovery, ſeveral of the moſt 
intereſting ſituations; one beautiful inſtance of 
which may be ſeen in Carric-thura, and another 
in Calthon and Colmal. 

Oithona preſents a ſituation of a different na- 
ture. In the abſence of her lover Gaul, ſhe had 
been carried off and raviſhed by Dunrommath. 
Gaul diſcovers the place where ſhe is kept con- 
cealed, and comes to revenge her. Ihe meet- 
ing of the two lovers, the ſentiments and the 
behaviour of Oithona on that occaſion, are de- 
ſcribed with ſuch tender and exquiſite propriety, 
as does the greateſt honour both to the art and 

to 


Vid. Huetius de origine fabularum Roman enſium, 
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ſtory is regular, dramatic, intereſting to the laft. 
He who can read it without emotion may con- 
gratulate himſelf, if he pleaſes, upon being com. 
pletely armed againit ſympathetic forrow, Ay 
Fingal had no occaſion of appearing in the ac. 
tion of this poem, Oſhan makes a very artful 
tranſition from his narration, to what was paſſin 
in the halls of Selma. 'The found heard there 
on the ſtrings of his harp, the concern which 


Fingal thows on hearing it, and the invocation 


of the ghoſts of their fathers, to receive the he. 
roes falling in a diſtant land, are introduced with 
great beauty of imagination to increaſe the ſo. 
lemnity, and to diverſify the ſcenery of the poem, 
Carric-thura is full of the molt tublime digni- 
ty; and has this advantage of being more cheer. 
ful in the ſubject, and more happy in the cataſ- 
trophe than moſt of the other poems: Though 
tempered at the ſame time with epiſodes in that 
ſtrain of tender melancholy, which ſeems to have 
been the great delight of Oſſian and the Bards of 
his age. Lathmon is peculia1iy diſtinguiſhed, by 
high generoſity of ſentiment. This is carried ſo 
far, particularly 1a the refuſal of Gaul, on one 
ſlide, to take the advantage of a ſleeping foe; 
and of Lathmon, on the other, to overpower 
by numbers the two young warriors, as to recall 
into one's mind the manners of chivalry ; ſome 
reſemblance to which may perhaps be ſuggeſted 
by other incidents in this collection of poems. 
Chivalry, however, took riſe in an age and coun- 
try too remote from thoſe of Oſſian, to admit the 
ſuſpicion that the one could have borrowed any 
thing from the other. So far as chivalry had any 
real exiſtence, the ſame military enthuſiaſm, 
which gave birth to it in the feudal times, might, 
in the days of Oſſian, that is, in the infancy of 3 
riling 
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riſing ſtate, through the operation of the ſame 
cauſe, very naturally produce effects of the ſame 
kind on the minds and manners of men. So far 
as chivalry was an ideal ſyſtem exiſting only in 
romance, it will not be thought ſurpriſing, when 
we reflect on the account before given of the Cel- 
tic Bards, that this imaginary refinement of he- 
roic manners ſhould be found among them, as 
much, at leaſt, as among the Trobadires, or 
{trolling Provengal Bards, in the 1oth or 11th 
century; whoſe ſongs, it is ſaid, firſt gave riſe 
to thoſe romantic ideas of heroiſm, which for ſo 
long a time enchanted Europe *. Oſſian's he- 
roes have all the gallantry and generoſity of thoſe 
fabulous knights, without their extravagance z 
and his love ſcenes have native tenderneſs, with- 
out any mixture of thoſe forced and unnatural 
conceits which abound in the old romances, 
The adventures related by our poet which reſem- 
ble the moſt thoſe of romance, concern women 
who follow their lovers to war diſguiſed in the 
armour of men; and theſe are ſo managed as to 
produce, in the diſcovery, feveral of the molt 
intereſting ſituations; one beautiful inſtance of 
which may be ſeen in Carric-thura, and another 
in Calthon and Colmal. 

Oithona preſents a ſituation of a different na- 
ture. In the abſence of her lover Gaul, the had 
been carried off and raviſhed by Dunrommath. 
Gaul diſcovers the place where ſhe is kept con- 
cealed, and comes to revenge her. Ihe meet- 
ing of the two lovers, the ſentiments and the 
behaviour of Oithona on that occaſion, are de- 
ſcribed with ſuch tender and exquiſite propriety, 
as does the greateſt honour both to the art and 

to 


Vid. Huetius de origine fabularum Roman enſium, 
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to the delicacy of our author: and would hy 
been admired in any poet of the moſt refined 
age. The conduct of Croma mult ftrike eye 
reader as remarkably judicious and beautiful. 
We are to be prepared for the death of Malvina, 
which is related in the ſucceeding poem. She i; 
therefore introduced in perſonz © ſhe hy 
cc heard a voice in a dream; ſhe feels the fly. 
« tering of her ſoul ;” and in a moſt moving h. 
mentation addreſſed to her beloved Oſcar, ſhe 
fings her own Death ſong. Nothing could hy 
calculated with more art to ſooth and comfort 
her, than the ſtory which Oſſian relates. In 
the young and brave Fovargormo, another Oſcar 
is introduced ; his praiſes are ſung ; and the hap. 
pineſs is ſet before her of thoſe who die in their 
youth, « when their renown 1s around them; 
«« before the feeble behold them in the hall, 
ec and ſmile at their trembling hands.” 

But no where does Oſſian's genius appear to 
greater advantage, than in Berrathon, which is 
reckoned the concluſion of his ſongs, „The laſt 
ct ſound of the voice of Cona.” 


Qualis olor noto poſiturus littore vitam, 
Ingemit, et maflis mulcens conſentibus auras 
Priſago quzritur venientia funera cantu. 

The whole train of ideas is admirably ſuited to 


the ſubject. Every thing is full of that inviſible 


world, into which the aged Bard believes him- W the 
ſelf now ready to enter. The airy hall of Fin- col 
gal preſents itſelf to his view; « he ſees the on: 
c“ cloud that ſhall receive his ghoſt ; he beholds or 
cc the miſt that ſhall form his robe when he ap- of 
ce pears on his hill;“ and all the natural objects th 
around him ſeem to carry the preſages of death. cat 


« The thiſtle ſhakes its beard to the wind. The ha 
« flower hangs its heavy head: it ſeems to ſay, 
« Tan 
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Jam covered with the drops of heaven; the 
« time of my departure 1s near, and the blaſt 
« that ſhall ſcatter my leaves.” Malvina's death 
zs hinted to him in the moſt delicate manner by 
| the ſon of Alpin. His lamentation over her, her 
| apotheoſis, or aſcent to the habitation of heroes, 
and the introduction to the ſtory which follows 
from the mention which Oſſian ſuppoſes the fa- 
ther of Malvina to make of him in the hall of 
| Fingal, are all in the higheſt ſpirit of poetry. 
e And doſt thou remember Oſſian, O Toſcar 
| « ſon of Comloch? the battles of our youth 
| « were many s our ſwords went together to the 
| « field,” Nothing could be more proper than 
to end his ſongs with recording an exploit of the 
father of that Malvina, of whom his heart was 
now ſo full; and who, from firſt to laſt, had 
been ſuch a favourite object throughout all his 
oems. 

The ſcene of moſt of Oſſian's poems is laid in 
Scotland, or in the coaſt of Ireland oppoſite to the 
territories of Fingal. When the ſcene is in Ire- 
land, we perceive no change of manners from 
thoſe of Oſſian's native country. For as Ireland 
was undoubtedly peopled with Celtic tribes, the 
language, cuſtoms, and religion of both nations 
were the ſame. They had been ſeparated from 
one another by migration, only a few generati- 
ons, as it ſhould ſeem, before our poet's age ; und 
they ſtill maintained a cloſe and frequent inter- 
courſe. But when the poet relates the expediti- 
ons of any of his heroes to the Scandinavian coaſt 
or to the iſlands of Orkney, which were then part 
of the Scandinavian territory, as he does in Carric- 
thura, Sulmalla of Lumon, and Cathloda, the 
caſe is quite altered. "Thoſe countries were in- 
habited by nations of the Teutonic deſcent, who 

in 
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in their manners and religious rites differed wide. 
ly from the Celtz ; and it is curious and remark. 
able, to find this difference clearly pointed out 
in the poems of Oſſian. His deſcriptions bear the 
hative marks of one who was preſent in the ex. 
peditions which he relates, and who deſcribes 
what he had ſeen with his own eyes. No ſoon. 
er are we carried to Lochlin, or the iſlands of 
Iniſtore, than we perceive that we are in a fo. 
reign region. New objects begin to appear. We 
meet every where with the ſtones and circles of 
Loda, that is, Odin, the great Scandinavian deity, 
We meet with the divinations and inchantments, 
for which it is well known thofe northern nati- 
ons were early famous. 'There, mixed with the 
«© murmur of waters, roſe the voice of aged men, 
« who called the forms of night to aid them in 
« their war;” whilſt the Caledonian chiefs who 
aſhſted them, are deſcribed as ſtanding at a dif. 
tance, heedleſs of their rites, That ferocity of 
manners which diſtinguiſhed thoſe nations, alſo 
becomes conſpicuous. In the combats of their 
chiefs there is a peculiar ſavageneſs; even their 
women are bloody and fierce. The ſpirit, and 
the very ideas of Regner Lodbrog, that northern 
ſcalder whom I formerly quoted,occur to us again, 
« The hawks,” Oſſian makes one of the Scan- 
dinavian chiefs ſay, * ruſh from all their winds; 
cc they are wont to trace my courſe. We rejoic- 
« ed three days above the dead, and called the 
„ hawks of heaven. They came from all their 
« winds, to feaſt on the foes of Annir.“ 
Diſmiſſing now the ſeparate conſideration of 
any of our author's works, 1 proceed to make 
ſome obſervations on his manner of writing, un- 
der the general heads of Deſcription, Imagery, 
and Sentiment. 
A poet 
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A poet of original genius is always diſtinguiſh- 
ed by his talent for deſcription *®. A ſecond rate 
writer diſcerns nothing new or peculiar in the ob- 
jet he means to deſcribe. His conceptions of it 
are vague and looſe; his expreſſions feeble ; and 
of courſe the object is preſented to us indiſtinctly 
and as through a cloud. But a true poet makes 
us imagine that we ſee it before our eyes: he 
catches the diſtinguiſhing features; he gives it 
the colours of life and reality; he places it in 
ſuch a light that a painter could copy after him. 
This happy talent is chiefly owing to a lively ima- 
gination, which firſt receives a ſtrong impreſſion 
of the object; and then by a proper ſelection of 
capital pictureſque circumſtances employed in de- 
ſcribing it, tranſmits that impreſſion in its full 
force to the imaginations of others. That Oſſian 
poſſeſſes this deſcriptive power in a high degree, 
we have a clear proof from the effect which his 
deſcriptions produce upon the imaginations of 
thoſe who read him with any degree of attention 
and taſte, Few poets are more intereſting. We 
contract an intimate acquaintance with his prin- 
cipal heroes. The characters, the manners, the 
face of the country become familiar: we even 
think we could draw the figure of his ghoſts: In 
a word, whilſt reading him we are tranſported as 
into a new region, and dwell among his objects 
as if they were all real. 

It were eaſy to point out ſeveral inſtances of 
exquiſite painting in the works of our author. 
Such, for inſtance, as the ſcenery with which 
Temora opens, and the attitude in which Cairbar 


18 
* See the rules of poetical deſcription excellently illuſtrated 


by Lord Kaims, in his elements of Criticiſm, vol. iti. chap. 21. 
Gt narration and deſcription, 
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is there preſented to us; the deſcription of the 
young prince Cormac, in the ſame book; and the 
ruins of Balclutha in Cartho. * I have ſeen the 
« walls of Balclutha, but they were deſolate, 
ce The fire had reſounded in the halls ; and the 
voice of the people is heard no more. The 
ce ſtream of Clutha was removed from its place 
« by the fall of the walls. The thiſtle ſhook 
« there its lonely head: the moſs whiſtled to 
« the wind. The fox looked out from the win. 
« dows; the rank graſs of the wall waved round 
te his head. Deſolate is the dwelling of Moina; 
« ſilence is in the houſe of her fathers.” No. 
thing alſo can be more natural and lively than 
the manner in which Carthon afterwards deſcribes 
how the conflagration of his city affected him 
when a child: © Have I not ſeen the fallen Bal. 
« clutha ? and ſhall I feaſt with Comhal's ſon? 
« Comhal! who threw his fire in the midſt of 
« my father's hall! I was young, and knew not 
c the cauſe why the virgins wept. The columns 
« of ſmoke pleaſed mine eye, when they roſe 
& above my walls: I often looked back with 
cc pladneſs, when my friends fled above the hill. 
“ But when the years of my youth came on, I 
ce beheld the moſs of my fallen walls. My ſigh 
« aroſe with the morning; and my tears de- 
« {cended with night. Shall I not fight, I ſaid 
ce to my ſoul, againſt the children of my focs ? 
« And I will fight, O Bard! I feel the ſtrength 
&« of my ſoul.” In the ſame poem, the aflem- 
bling ot the chiefs round Fingal, who had been 
warned of ſome impending danger by the appear- 
ance of a prodigy, is deſcribed with ſo many pic- 
tureſque circumſtances, that one imagines himſelf 
preſent in the aſſembly. „ The king alone be- 
** held the terrible ſight, and he foreſaw the 
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death of his people. He came in filence to his 
hall, and took his father's ſpear; the mail rat- 
| « tled on his breaſt The heroes roſe around. 
140 They looked in ſilence on each other, mark- 
| « ing the eyes of Fingal. They ſaw the battle 
in his face. A thouſand flields are placed at 
d once on their arms; and they drew a thouſand 
| « ſwords. 'The hall of Selma brightened around. 
The clang of arms aſcends. The grey dogs 
„ how! in their place. No word is among the 
mighty chiefs. Each marked the eyes of the 
„ king; and half aflumed his ſpear.” 

It has been objected to Oſſian, that his de- 
| ſcriptions of military actions are imperfect, and 
much lets diverſified by circumſtances than thoſe 
of Homer. This is in ſome meaſure true. The 
amazing fertility of Homer's invention is no where 
| {0 much diſplayed as in the incidents of his bat- 
tles, and in the little hiſtory pieces he gives of the 
perſons flain. Nor indeed, with regard to the 
talent of deſcription, can too much be ſaid in 
praiſe of Homer. Every thing is alive in his 
writings. The colours with which he paints are 
thoſe of nature. But Oſhan's genius was of a 
diticrent kind from Homer's. It led him to hurry 
towards grand objects, rather than to amuſe 
himſelf with particulars of lefs importance. He 
could dwell on the death of a favourite hero; but 
that of a private man ſeldom ſtopped his rapid 
courſe. Homer's genius was more comprehen- 
ſive than Oſhan's. It included a wider circle of 
objects; and could work up any incident into 
deicription. Ollian's was more limited; but the 
region within which it chiefly exerted itſelf was 
the higheſt of all, the region of the pathetic and 
ſublime. 
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We mult not imagine, however, that Oſſian; 
Battles conſiſts only of general indiſtinct deſeriy. 
tion. Such beautiful incidents are ſometimes in. 


| troduced, and the circumſtances of the perſong 2 Cine 
| flain ſo much diverſified, as ſhow that he could WW «© C 
: have embellithed his military ſcenes with an abun. yl 
\ dant variety of particulars, if his genius had leg in d 
| him to dwell upon them. „ One man is ſtretch. is al 
| ed in the duſt of his native land; he fel, can 
f « where often he had ſpread the feaſt, and oftn MW ide: 
1 6 raifed the voice of the harp.” The maid «| diſt 
k Iniſtore is introduced, in a moving apoſtrophe, ſtre 
b as weeping for another; and a third, “ as rolled par 
N « in the duſt he lifted his faint eyes to the king,” one 


is remembered and mourned by Fingal as the af. 


þ friend of Agandecca. The blood pouring from im: 
| the wound of one who is ſlain by night, is heard la 
; « hiſſing on the half-extinguiſhed oak,” which by 
: had been kindled for giving light: Another climb- rie 
f ing a tree to eſcape from his foe, is pierced by his the 
0 ſpear from behind; „ ſhrieking, panting he fel]; ru 
5 whilit moſs and withered branches purſue lis is 
7 « fall, and ſtrew the blue arms of Gaul.” Never Fi 
| was a finer picture drawn of the ardour of tuo 8 
youthful warriors than the following: « I ſaw T 

« Gaul in his armour, and my ſoul was mixed 1 « 

&« with his: For the fire of the battle was in his 1 ch 

« eyes; he looked to the foe with joy. We Þ of 

« ſpoke the words of friendſhip in ſecret; and tl 

ce the lightning of our ſwords poured together. 1 {c 

« We drew them behind the wood, and tried the 8 

ce ſtrength of our arms on the empty air.” =. 

Oſſian is always conciſe in his deſcriptions, 1 u 

which adds much to their beauty and force. t 

For it is a great miſtake to imagine, that a | <« 

crowd of particulars, or a very full and extended 

ſtyle, is of advantage to deſcription. On the | #4 


contrary, 
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contrary, ſuch a diffuſe manner for the moſt 
part weakens it. Any one redundant circum- 
{tance is a nuiſance. It encumbers and loads the 
fancy, and renders the main image indiſtinct. 
« Obſtat,” as Quintilian ſays with regard to 
ſtyle, „ quicquid non adjuvat.” To be conciſe 
in deſcription, is one thing; and to be general 
is another. No deſcription that reſts in generals 
can poſſihly be good 3 it can convey no lively 
idea; for it is of particulars only that we have a 
diſtinct conception. But at the fame time, no 
{ſtrong imagination dwells long upon any one 
particular , or heaps together a mals of trivial 
ones, By the happy choice of ſome one, or of 
a few that are the moſt ſtriking, it preſents the 
image more complete, ſhows us more at one 
glance, than a feeble imagination is able to do, 
by turning its object round and round into a va— 
riety of lights. Tacitus is of all proſe writers 
the moſt conciſe. He has even a degree of ab- 
ruptneſs reſembling our author: Yet no writer 
is more eminent for lively deſcription. When 
Fingal, after having conquered the haughty 
Swaran, propoſes to diſmiſs him with honour : 
&« Raiſe to-morrow thy white fails to the wind, 
te thou brother of Agandecca !” He conveys, by 
thus addreſſing his enemy, a ſtronger impreſſion 
of the emotions then paſſing within his mind, 
than if whole paragraphs had been ſpent in de— 
ſcribing the conflict between reſentment againſt 
dwaran and the tender remembrance of his an- 
cient love, No amplification is needed to give 
us the moſt full idea of a hardy veteran, after 
the few following words: © His ſhicld is marked 
« with the ſtrokes of battle; his red eye de- 
*© ſpiſes danger.” When Oſcar, left alone, was 
ſurrounded by foes, „ he ſtood,” it is ſaid, 
N 2 « growing 
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« growing in his place, like the flood of th 
% narrow vale; a happy repreſentation of one, 
who, by daring intrepidity in the midſt of dan. 
ger, ſeems to increaſe in his appearance, and 
becomes more formidable every moment, like 


the ſudden rifing of the torrent hemmed in hy | 


the valley. And a whole crowd of ideas, con. 
cerning the circumſtances of domeſtic ſorrow 
occaſioned by a young warrior's firft going forth 
to battle, is poured upon the mind by theſe 
words: „ Calmar leaned on his father's ſpear; 
c that ſpear which he brought from Lara's al, 
&« when the ſou! of his mother was fad.” 

The conciſeneſs of Oſſiau's deſcriptions is the 
more proper on account of his ſubjects. Deſcrip. 
tions of gay and ſmiling ſcenes may, without 
any diſadvantage, be ampliked and prolonged, 
Force 1s not the predominant quality expeCted in 
theſe. The deſcription may be weakened by be- 
ing diffuſe, yet, notwithſtanding, may be beau- 
tiful (till, Whereas, with reſpect to grand, ſo— 
lemn and pathetic ſubjects, which are Oſſian's 
chief field, the caſe is very difterent. In theſe, 
enerꝑy is above all things required. The ima- 
gination mult be ſeized at once, or not at all; 
and is far more deeply impreſſed by one ſtrong 
and ardent image, than by the anxious minute- 
:eſs of labourcd illuſtration. 

But Offian's genius, though chiefly turned to- 
wards the ſublime and pathetic, was not confined 
to it: In ſubjects alſo of grace and delicacy, he 
diſcovers the hand of a matter. Take for an ex- 
ample the following-elegant deſcription of Agan- 
decca, wherein the tenderneſs of Tibullus feems 
united with the majeſty of Virgil. „ The 
« daughter of the ſnow overheard, and left the 
cc hall of her ſecret high. She came in all her 

| « beauty; 
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c beauty; like the moon from the cloud of the 
„% Faſt. Lovelineſs was around her as light. 
« Her ſteps were like the muſic of ſongs. She 
« ſaw the youth and loved him. He was the 
« ſtolen ſigh of her ſoul. Her blue eyes rolled 
« on him in ſecret : And the bleſt the chief cf 
„% Morven.” vHeveral other initances might be 
produced of the fcelings of love and friend{hip 
painted by our author with a mott natural and 
happy dehcacy. 

Ihe fimplicity of Olhan's manner adds great 
beauty to his deſcriptions, and indeed to kiz 
whole poetry. We meet with no aftected orna- 
ments; no forced refinement; no marks either 
in ſtyle or thought of a {ſtudied endeavour to ſhine 
and ſparkle. Oſſian appears every where to be 
prompted by his feelings; and to ſpeak from the 
abundance of his heart. I remember no more 
than one inſtance of what can be called quaint 
thought in this whole collection of his works. 
It is in the firſt book of Fingal, where from the 
tombs of two lovers two lonely yews are men- 
tioned to have ſprung, „“ whoſe branches wiſhed 
„to meet on high.” This ſympathy of the 
trees with the lovers, may be reckoned to border 
on an Italian conceit, and it is ſomewhat curious 


to find this ſingle initance of that fort of wit in 


our Celtic poetry. 
The « joy of grief,“ is one of Ofian's remark- 
able expreflions, ſeveral times repeated, If an 


one thall think that it needs to be juſtified by a 


precedent, he may find it twice uſed by Homer; 
in the Iliad, when Achilles is viſited by the 
ghoſt of Patroculus; and in the Odyiicy, when 


Ulyſſes meets his mother in the ſhades. On both 


theſe occaſions, the heroes, melted with tender- 
nels, lament their not having it ia their power to 
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throw their arms round the ghoſt, “ that v. 
« might,” ſay they, „ in a mutual embrace, 
« enjoy the delight of grief.“ 


——Kpvigoo Trraprowwle yin *, 


But in truth the expreſſion ſtands in need 9 - 


no defence from authority; for it is a nature 
and juſt expreſſion, and conveys a clear idea of 
that gratification, which a virtuous heart often 
fcels in the indulgence of a tender melancholy, 
Oſlian makes a very proper diſtinction between 
this gratification, and the deſtruflive effe d of 
overpowering grief, «© There is a joy in grief, 
« when peace dwells in the breaſts of the lad. 
« But forrow waſtes the mournful, O daughter 
« of Toſcar, and their days are few.” To 
„ give the joy of grief,” generally Ggnifies to 
raiſe the ſtrain of ſoft and grave muſic z and 
fin-ly charaCterifes the taſte of Oſſian's age and 
country. In thouſe days, when the ſongs of bards 
were the great delight of heroes, the tragic muſe 
was held in chief honour ; gallant actions, and 
virtuous ſufferings, were the choſen theme; pre- 
ferably to that light and trifling {train of poetry 
and muſic, which promotes light and trifling 
manners, and ſerves to emaſculate the mind. 
« Htrike the harp in my hall,” ſaid the preat 
Fingal, in the midſt of youth and victory, 
Strike the harp in my hall, and let Fingal hear 
« the ſong. Pleaſant is the joy of grief! It is 
& like the ſhower of (ſpring, when it ſoftens the 
« branch of the oak; and the young leaf lifts 
c its green head. Sing on, O bards! To-mor- 
c row we lit the fail.” 

Yerſonal epithets have been much uſed by all 
the pocts of the moſt ancient ages : and when 
well choſen, not general and unmeaning, they 


| contribute 
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contribute not a little to render the ſtyle defcrip- 
tive and animated. Beſides epithets founded on 
bodily diſtinctions, a-kin to many of Homer's, 
we find in Oſſian ſeveral which are remarkably 
beautiful and poetical. Such as, Olcar of the 
future ights, Fingal of the mildeſt look, Carril 
of other times, the mildly-bluſhing Evirallin 3 
Bragola, the lonely ſun-beam of .Dunſcaich} a 
Cuidee, the ſon of the ſecret cell. 

But of all the ornaments employed in defcrip- 
tire poetry, compariſons or fimiles are the molt 


ſplendid. Theſe chiefly form what is called the 
imagery of a poem: And as they abound ſo much- 


in the works of Othan, and are commonly 
among the favourite paſſages of all poets, it may 
be expeCted that I ſhould be ſomewhat particular 
in my remarks upon them. 

A poetical ſimile always ſuppoſes two objects 
brought together, between which there is ſome 
near relation or connection in the fancy. What 
that relation ought to be, cannot be preciſely 


defined. For various, almoſt numberleſs, are: 
the analogies formed among objects, by a ſpright- 


ly imagination. The relation of actual ſimilitude 
or likeneſs of appearance, is far from being the 
only foundation of poetical compariſon. Some— 
times a reſemblance in the effect produced by 
two objects, is made the connecting principle: 
ſametimes are ſemblance in one diſtinguiſhing 
property or circumftance. Very often two objects 


ire brought together in a ſimile, though they re- 


emble one another, ſtrictly ſpeaking, in no- 


thing, only becauſe they raiſe in the mind a 
train of fmilar, and what may be called, con- 
cordant ideas; fo that the remembrance of the 
one, when recalled, ſerves to quicken and 
heighten the impreſſion made by the other. Thus, 
do give an inſtance from our poet, the pleaſure 
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with which an old man looks back on the «<4. 
ploits of his youth, has certainly no direct re. 
ſemblance to the beauty of a fine evening; far. 
ther than that both agree in producing a certain 
calm, placid joy. Yet Othan has founded upon 
this, one of the moſt beautiful compariſens that 
is to be met with in any poet. Wilt thou not 
« liſten, fon of the rock, to the ſong of Ollian: 
e My tou] is full of other times; the joy of my 
« youth returns. Thus the fun appears in the welt 
cc after the ſteps of his brightneſs have moved 
« behind a ftorm. The green hills lift their 
« dewy heads. The blues itreams rejoice in the 
« vale. The aged hero comes forth on his 
{tait ; and lis prey hair glitters in the beam,” 
Never was there a finer group of objects. I: 
raiſes a ſtrong conception of the old man's joy 
and elation of heart, by diſplaying a ſcene, which 
produces in every ſpectator, a correſponding train 
of pleaſing emotions; the declining ſun looking 
forth in his brightneſs after a ſtorm; the checr- 
ful face of all nature; and the {ill life finely ani- 
mated by the circumitance of the aged hero, 
with his ſtaff and his grey locks; a circumſtance 
both extremely pictureſque in itſelf, and pecu— 
larly ſuited to the main object of the compari- 
lon. Such analogies and aliociations of idgas as 
theſe, are highly pleaſing to the fancy. They 
give opportunity for introducing many a fine 
poetical picture. They diverſify the ſcene; they 
aggrandize the ſubject ; they keep the imagina- 
tion awake and ſprightiy. For as the judgment 
is principally exerciſed in diſtinguiſhing objects, 
and remarking the differences among thoſe whict 
ſeem like; ſo the higheſt amuſement of-the ima- 
gination 1s to trace likenefles and agreements 
among thoſe which ſeem different. 
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The principal rules which reſpect poetical com- 
pariſons are, that they be introduced on proper 
occaſions, when the mind is diſpoſed to reliſty 
them; and not in the midſt of ſome ſevere and 
agitating paſſion, which cannot admit this play of 
fancy; that they be founded on a reſemblance 
neither too near and obvious, ſo as to give little 
amuſement to the imagination in tracing it, nor 
too faint and remote, ſo as to be apprehended 
with difficulty z that they ſerve either to illuſ- 
trate the principal object, and to render the con- 
ception of it more clear and diſtinct; or at leaſt, 


to heighten and | embelliſh it, by a ſuitable aſſocl- 


ation of images * 

Every country has a ſcenery peculiar to itſelf 
and the imagery of a good poet will exhibit it. 
For as he copies after nature, his alluſions will 
of courle be taken from thoſe objects which he 
ſees around him, and which have often ſtruck 
his fancy. For this reaſon, in order to judge of 
the property of poetical imagery, we ought to be, 
in ſome meaſure, acquainted with the natural hif- 
tory of the country where the ſcene of the poem 
is laid, The introduction of foreign images be- 
trays a poet, .copying not from nature, but from 
other writers. Hence ſo many lions, and tygers, 
and eagies, and ſerpents, which we meet with in 
the ſimiles of modern poets; as if theſe animals 
had acquired ſome right to a place in poetica! 
compariſons for ever, becauſe employed by anci- 
ent authors They employed them with propri- 
ety, as obj-<ts-generally known in their country; 
but they are abſurdly uſed for illuſtration by us, 
who know them only at ſecond-hand, or by de- 
leription. To molt readers of modern poetry, 

N 5 it 
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it were more to the purpoſe to deſcribe lions or 
tygers by ſimiles taken from men, than to com- 
pare men to lions. Oſſian is very correct in this 
particular. His imagery is, without exception, 
copied from that face of nature, which he ſaw 
before his eyes; and by conſequence may be ex- 
pected to be lively. We meet with no Grecian 
or Italian ſcenery ; but with the miſts, and clouds 
and ſtorms of a northern mountainous region. 
No poet abounds more in ſimiles than Oiſian, 
There are in this collection as many, at leaſt, as 


in the whole Iliad and Odyfley of Homer. I am 


indeed inclined to think, that the works of both 
poets are too much crowded with them. Similes 
are ſparkling ornaments; and like all things that 
ſparkle, are apt to dazzle and tire us by their luſ- 
tre. But if Oihan's miles be too frequent, they 
have this advantage of being commonly ſhorter 
than Homer's; they interrupt his narration leſs ; 
he juſt glances aſ:de to ſome reſembling object, 
and inſtantly returns to his former track. Ho— 
mer's ſimiles include a wider range of objects. 
But in return, Oſſian's are, without exception, 
taken from objects of dignity, which cannot be 
faid for all thoſe which Homer employs. The 
Sun, the Moon, and the Stars, Clouds, and Me- 


teors, Lightning and Thunder, Seas and Whales, 


Rivers, Torrents, Winds, Ice, Rain, Snow, 
Dews, Miſt, Fire, and Smoke, Trees and Fo- 
reſts, Heath and Graſs and Flowers, Rocks and 
Mountains, Mufic and Songs, Light and Dark- 


neſs, Spirits and Ghoſts; theſe form the circle, 


within which Offian's compariſons generally run, 
Some, not many, are taken from Birds and 
Beaſts; as Eagles, Sea Fowl, the Horſe, the 
Deer, and the mountain Bee; and a very few 
from. ſuch operations of art as were then known. 

Home: 
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Homer has diverſified his imagery by many more 
alluſions to the animal world; to Lions, Bulls, 
Goats, Herds of Cattle, Serpents, Inſects; and 
to the various occupations of rural and paſtoral 
üfe. Oſſian's defect in this article, is plainly ow- 
ing to the deſert, uncultivated ſtate of his coun- 
try, which ſuggeſted to him few images beyond 
natural inanimate objects, in their rudeſt form. 
The birds and animals of the country were pro- 
bably not numerous; and his acquaintance with 
them was ſlender, as they were little ſubjected to 
the uſes of man. 

The great objection made to Oſſian's imagery, 
is its uniformity, and the too frequent repetition 
of the fame compariſons. In a work ſo thick 


ſown with fimiles, one could not but expect to find 
images of the ſame kind ſometimes ſuggeſted to 
the poet by reſembling objects; eſpecially to a. 


poet like Oſſian, who wrote from the immediate 
impulſe of poetical enthuſiaſm, and without much 


preparation of ſtudy or labour. Fertile as Ho- 


mer's imagination 1s acknowledged to be, who 
does not know how often his Lions and Bulls and 


Flocks of Sheep, recur with little or no variation; 
nay, ſometimes in the very fame words? The ob- 


jection made to Oſhan is, however, founded, in a 
great meaſure, upon a miltake. It has been ſup- 


poſed by inattentive readers, that wherever the 


Moon, the Cloud, or the Thunder, returns in a 


ſimile, it is the ſame ſimile, and the ſame Moon, 


or Cloud, or Thunder, which they had met with 
a few pages before. as very often the 
ſimiles are widely different. The object, whence 
they are taken, is indeed in ſubſtance the ſame ; 
but the image is new; for the appearance of the 


object is changed; it is preſented to the fancy in 
another attitude; and cloathed with new circum— 
ſtances, 
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ſtances, to make it ſuit the diferent illuſtration 
for which it is employed. In this, lies Oſhan's 
great art; in ſo happily varying the form of the 
few natural appearances with which he was ac- 


quainted, as to make them correſpond to a great 


many different objects. 

Let us take for one inſtanee the Moon, which 
is very frequently introduced into his compariſons 
as in northern climates, where the nights are 


long, the Moon is a greater object of attention, 


than in the climate of Homer ; and let us view. 
how much our poet has diverſified its appearance. 
The ſhield of a warrior is like “ the darkened 
* moon when it moves a dun circle through the 
« heavens.” The face of a ghoſt, wan and pale, 
is like « the beam of the ſetting moon.” And a 
different appearance of a ghoſt, thin and indiſtinct, 
is like © the new moon ſeen through the gather- 
« ed miit, when the ſky pours down its {lak 
« ſnow, and the world is ſilent and dark ;” or in 
a different form ſtill, is like « the watery beam 
« of the moon, when it ruſhes from between two 
« clouds, and the midnight-ſhower is on the 
« field.“ A very oppoſite uſe is made of the 
moon in the deſcription of Agandecca: „ dhe 
«© came in all her beauty, like the moon from the 
« cloud of the eaſt.” Hope ſucceeded by diſap- 
pointment, is “ joy riſing on her face, and ſor- 
„ row returning again, like a thin cloud on the 
« moon.” But when Swaran, after his defeat, 
is cheered by Fingal's generolity, « His face 
e brightened like the full moon of heaven, when 
« the clouds vaniſh away, and leave her calm 
« and broad in the midſt of the ſky.” Venvela 
is © bright as the moon when it trembles o'er the 
ee weſtern wave;” but the ſoul of the guilty 
Jthul is “ dark as the troubled face of the 
« moon, 


THE POEMS OF OSSIAN. 277 


« moon, when it fortells the ſtorm.” And by a 
very fanciful and uncommon alluſion, it is ſaid of 
Cormac, who was to die in his early years, “Nor 
« long ſhalt thou lift the ſpear mildly-ſhining 
« beam of youth] Death ſtands dim behind thee 
« like the darkened half of the moon behind its 
growing light.” | 
Another inſtance of the ſame nature may be- 
taken from miſt, which, as being a very familiar 
appearance in the country of Oſſian, he applies to 
a variety of purpoſes, and purſues through a great 
many forms. Sometimes, which one would hard- 
ly expect, he employs-it to heighten the appear-- 
ance of a beautiful object. The hair of Morna 
is „ like the miſt of Cromla, when it curls on the 
« rock, and ſhines to the beam of the weſt.” —— 
« 'The ſong comes with its muſic to melt and 
« pleaſe the ear. It is like ſoft miſt, that riſin 


« from a lake pours on the filent vale. 'The 


« green flowers are filled with dew. The ſun 
returns in its ſtrength, and the miſt is gone “.“ 
— But, for the moſt part, miſt is empleyed as a 
ſimilitude of ſome diſagreeable or terrible object. 
„The ſoul of Nathos was ſad, like the ſun in 
« the day of miſt, when his face is watery and 
« dim.” „The darkneſs of old age comes like 
the miſt of.the deſart.” The face of a ghoſt is 

« pale 


There is a remarkable propricty in this compariſon. It 
is intended to explain the effect of ſuft and mournful muſic, 
Armin appears diſturbed at a performance of this kind. Car- 
mor ſays to him, «© Why burtts the ſigh of Armin? Is there a 
* cauſe to mourn ? The ſong comes with its muſic to melt 
and pleaſe the car. It is like ſoft miſt, &c.“ that is, ſuch 
mournful ſongs have a happy effe& to ſoften the heart, and to 
improve it by tender emotions, as the moiſture of the miſt re- 
frethes and nouriſhes the flowers; whilſt the ſadneſs they oc- 
caſion is only tranſient, and ſoon diſpelled by the ſucceeding 
occupations and amuſements of life ; "The ſun returns in its 
.* {erength, and the miſt is gone.“ 
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“ pale as the miſt of Cromla.” «© "The gloom of 
ce battle is rolled along as miſt that is poured on 
« the valley, when ſtorms invade the ſilent ſun. 
&« ſhine of heaven.“ Fame ſuddenly departing, 
is likened to “ miſt that flies away before the 
&« ruſtling wind of the vale.” A ghoſt, ſlowly 
vaniſhing, to“ miſt that melts by degrees on the 
& ſunny hill.” Cairbar, after his treacherous af. 
ſaſſination of Oſcar, is compared to a peſtileutial 
fog. „I love a foe like Cathmor,” fays Fingal, 
& his ſoul is great; his arm is ſtrong ; his bat. 
cc tles are full of fame. But the little ſoul is like 
« a vapour that hovers round the marſhy lake. 
c Tt never riſes on the green hill, leſt the winds 
cc meet it there. Its dwelling is in the cave; 
&« and it (ends forth the dart of death.” This 
is a ſimile highly finiſhed. But there is another 
which is ſtill more ſtriking, founded alſo on miſt, 
in the 4th book of Lemora. Two faCtious chiefs 
are contending ; Cathmor the king interpoſes, re- 
bukes, and filences them. The poet intends to 
give us the higheſt idea of Cathmor's ſuperiority 
and moſt efteCtually accompliſhes his intention 
by the following happy image. They ſunk 
« from the king on either ſide; like two columns 
&« of morning milt, when the ſun riſes between 
« them, on his glittering rocks. Dark is their 
c rolling on either ſide; each towards its reedy 
« pool.” Theſe inſtances may ſuthciently ſhew 
with what richneſs of imagination Oſſian's com- 
pariſons abound, and at the ſame time, with what 
propriety of judgment they are employed. If his 
field was narrow, it mult be admitted to have 
been as well cultivated as its extent would allow. 
As it is uſual to judge of poets from a compa- 
riſon of their ſimilies more than v! other paſ— 
ſages, it will perhaps be agreeable to the reader, to 
[ze 
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ſee how Homer and Oſhan have conducted ſome 
mages of the ſame kind. This might be ſhewn 
in many inſtances. For as the great objects of 
nature are common to the poets of all nations, 
and make the general ſtore-houſe of all imagery, 
the ground-work of their compariſons muſt of 
courſe be frequently the ſame. I ſhall ſele& 
only a few of the moſt conſiderable from both 
poets. Mr. Pope's tranſlation of Homer can be 
of no uſe to us here. The parallel is altogether 
unfair between proſe, and the impoſing harmony 
of flowing numbers. It is only by viewing Ho- 
mer in the ſimplicity of a proſe tranſlation, that 
we can form any compariſon between the two 
bards. 

The ſhock of two encountering armies, the 
noiſe and the tumult of battle, afford one of the 
moſt grand and awful ſubjects of deſcription z on 
which all epic poets have exerted their ſtrength, 
Let us firſt hair Homer. The following de- 
ſcription is a favourite one, for we find it twice 
repeated in the ſame words *. « When now 
© the conflicting hoſts joined in the field of 
© battle, then were mutually oppoſed ſhields, 
« and ſwords, and the ſtrength of armed men. 
© The boſſy bucklers were daſhed againſt each 
„% other. Ihe univerſal tumult roſe. There 
© were mingled the triumphant ſhouts and the 
« dying groans of the victors and the vanquiſh- 
« ed. The earth ſtreamed with blood. As 
c when winter torrents, ruſhing from the moun- 
© tains, pour into a narrow valley, their violent 
© waters. They iſſue from a thouſand ſprings, 
« and mix in the hollowed channel. The diſ- 
ee tant ſhepherd hears on the mountain, their 

© roar 


9. Iliad, iv. 440. and Iliad, viii. Co. 
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& roar from afar. Such was the terror and the 
© ſhout of the engaging armies.” In another 
paſſage, the poet, much in the manner of Of. 
han, heaps ſimile on ſimile, to expreſs the vaſt. 
neſs of the idea, with which his imagination 
ſeems to labour. “ With a mighty ſhout the 
© hoſts engage. Not ſo loud roars the wave of 
©« ocean, when driven againſt the ſhore by the 
« whole force of the boiſterous north; not ſo 
„ Joud in the woods of the mountain, the noiſe 
« of the flame, when riſing in its fury to con- 
« ſume the fore:t ; not fo loud the wind among 
& the lofty oaks, when the wrath of the ſtorm 
© rages; as was the clamour of the. Greeks and 
« 'Frojans, when, roaring terrible, they ruthed 
et againſt each other +.” 

Jo thele deſcriptions and ſimiles, we may op- 
pole the following from Oſſian, and leave the 
reader to judge between them. He will find 
images of the ſame kind emplor, 1; commonly 
leſs extended; but thrown forth with a glowing 
Tapidity which characteriſes our poet. * As au- 
4 tumn's dark ſtorms pour from two echoing 
« hills, towards each other, approached the he- 
« roes. As two dark ſtreams from high rocks 
« meet and mix, and roar on the plain; loud, 
4 rough, and dark in battle, meet Lochlin and 
& Inisfail. Chief mixed his ſtrokes with chief, 
« and man with man. Steel clanging, ſounded 
« on ſteel. Helmets are cleft on high; blood 
« burſts and ſmoaks around. —As the troubled 
© noiſe of the ocean, when roll the waves on 
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« high; as the laſt peal of the thunder of hea- 


« ven, ſuch is the noiſe of battle.“ —« As roll a 
*« thouſand waves to the rock, fo Swaran's hol: 
« came 


t Viad, ixiv. 393. 
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«© came on; as meets a rock a thouſand waves, 
« fo Inisfail met Swaran. Death raiſes all his 
« yoices around, and mixes with the found of 
« ſhiekls.—The held echoes from wing to wing, 
« 2s a hundred hammers that riſe by, turns on 
« the red ſon of the furnace.” “ As a hundred 
« winds on Motven; as the ſtreams of a hun— 
« dred hills; as clouds fly ſucceſhve over hea» 
« yen; Or as the dark ocean aitaults the ſhore 
« of the deſart; ſo roaring, fo valt, ſo terrible 
« tic armies mixed on Lena's echoing heath.” 
In ſeveral of theſe images, there is a remarkable 
fimilacity to Flomer's 3 but what follows is ſupe- 
rior to any compariſon that Homer uies on this 
ſubject. “ The groan of the people ſpread over 
« the hills; it was like the thunder of night, 
« when the clouds burits on Cona; and a thou- 


« ſand ghoſts thrick at once on the hollow wind.” 


Never was an image of more awful ſublimity em- 
ployed to heighten the terror of battle. 

Both poets compare the appearance of an arm 
approaching, to the gathering of dark clouds, 
© As when a thepherd,” ſays Homer, “ beholds 
« from the rock a cloud borne along the ſea by 
©« the weltern wind; black as pitch it appears 
tom afar failing over the ocean, and carrying 
« the dreadful ſtorm. Le thrinks at the fight, 
« and drives his flock into the cave: Such, un- 


der the Ajaces, moved on, the dark, the 


« thickened phalanx to the war“.“ They 
came,“ ſays Oſlian, « over the deſart like 
« ſtormy clouds, when the winds roll them over 
« the heath; their edges are tinged with light- 
« ning; and the echoing groves foreſee the 
* ſtorm.”  'The edges of the cloud tinged with 

lightening, 
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lightning, is a ſublime idea; but the ſhepherd 
and his flock, render Homer's ſimile more pie— 
tureſque. This is frequently the difference be. 
tween the two poets. Oſhan gives no more than 
the main image, ſtrong and full. Homer adds 
circumſtances and appendages, which amuſe the 
fancy by enlivening the ſcenery. 

Homer compares the regular appearance of 
an army, to “ clouds that are ſettled on the 
« mountain top, in the day of calmneſs, when 
« the ſtrength of the north wind fleeps +,” 
Oſlian, with full as much propriety, compares 
the appearance of a diſordered army, to „“ the 
« mountain cloud, when the blaſt hath entered 
« its womb z and ſcatters the curling gloom on 
« every ſide.” Ofhan's clouds afſume a great 
many forms; and, as we might expect ſrom his 
climate, are a fertile ſource of imagery to him, 
« The warriors followed their chicfs, like the 
ec gathering of the rainy clouds, behind the red 
c meteors of heaven.” An army retreating 
without coming to action, is likened to“ clouds 
« that having long threatened rain, retire flowly 
ec behind the hills.“ The picture of Oithona, 
after ſhe had determined to die, is lively and 
delicate, © Her ſoul was reſolved, and the 1:ar 
c was dried from her wildly-looking eye. A 
« troubled joy roſe on her mind, like the red 
&« path of the lightning on a ſtormy cloud.“ 
The image allo of the gloomy Cairbar, me- 
ditating, in filence, the affathnation of Ot- 
car, until the moment came when his de— 
ſigns were ripe for execution, is extremely noble, 
and complete in all its parts. “ Cairbar heard 
« their words in ſilence, like the cloud of © 

« {howcr ; 
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« ſhower; it ſtands dark on Cromla, till the 
« lightning burſts its fide. The valley gleams 
« with red light; the ſpirits of the ſtorm rejoice. 
« So ſtood the ſilent king of Temora; at length 
« his words are heard.” 

Homer's compariſon of Achilles to the Dog- 
Star, is very fublime. © Piram beheld him 
« ruſhing along the plain, ſhining in his armour, 
« like the ſtar of autumn ; bright are its beams, 
« diſtinguiſhed amidſt the multitude of ſtars in 
« the dark hour of night. It riſes in its ſplen- 
« dor; but its ſpiendor is fatal; betokening to 
« miſerable men, the deſtroying heat “.“ The 
firſt appearance of Fingal, 1s, in like manner, 
compared by Othan, to a ſtar or meteor. „ Fin- 
« gal, tall in his ſhip, ſtretched his bright lance 
« before him. Terrible was the gleam of his 
« ſteel ; it was like the green meteor of death, 
« ſetting in the heath of Malmor, when the tra- 
« yeller is alone and the broad moon is darkened 
«© in heaven. The hero's appearance in Ho- 
mer, is more magnificent z in Othan, more ter- 
rible. 

A tree cut down, or overthown by a ſtorm, 
is a ſimilitude frequent among poets for deſerib- 
ing the fall of a warrior in battle. Homer em- 
ploys it often. But the moſt beautiful, by far, 
of his compariſons, founded on this object, in- 
deed one of the moſt beautiful in the whole 
Iliad, is that on the death of Euphorbus. „ As 
« the young and verdant olive, which a man 
% hath reared with care in a lonely field, where 
(e the ſprings of water bubble around it; it is 
« fair and flouriſhing ; it is fanaed by the breath 
of all the winds, and loaded with white bloſ- 
« ſoms; 


® Iliad, xxii. 25. 
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- & ſoms; when the ſudden blaſt of a Whirlwind 
« deſcending, roots it out from its bed, ang 
« ſtretches it on the duſt 4.” To this, ele. 
gant as it is, we may oppoſe the following ſimile 
of Oſſian's, relating to the death of the three 
ſons of Ulncth. «6 They fell, like three young 
« Oaks which ſtood alone on the hill. The tra- 
dc veller ſaw the lovely trees, and wondered how 
« they grew ſo lonely. The blaſt of the defart 
« came by night, and laid their green heads low, 
« Next day he returned; but they were wi. 
« thered, and the heath was bare.” Malvina's 
alluſion to the ſame object, in her lam-ntation 
over Ofcar, is ſo cxquiſitely tender, that I can» 
not forbear giving it a place alſo. „I was a love- 
« ly tree in thy preſence, Oſcar! with all my 
© branches round me. But thy death came, 
4c like a blaſt from the defart, and laid my green 
« head low. The ſpring returned with its 
« ſhowers; but no leaf of mine aroſe.” Seve. 
ral of Ofhan's ſimiles taken from trees, are re- 
markably beautiful, and diverſified with well 
choſen circumſtances; ſuch as that upon the 
death of Rynu nd Orla: „They have fallen 
6 like the C. o: the deſert z when it lies acroſs 
&« a jtream, aud withers in the wind of the moun- 
« tains :” Or that which Oſſian applies to him- 
ſelf; „I, like an ancient oak in Morven, 
« moulder alone in my place; the blaſt hath 
« lopped my branches away; and I tremble at 
« the wings of the north.“ 

As Homer exalts his heroes by comparing them 
to gods, Ofhan makes the ſame uſe of compari- 
ſons taken from ſpirits and ghoſts. Swaran 


«« roared in battle, like the ſhrill ſpirit of a ſtorm 
„ that 
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«« that fits dim on the clouds of Gormal, and 
« enjoys the dead of the mariner.“ His people 
gathered around Erragon, © like ſtorms around 
« the ghoſt of night, when he calls them from 
« the top of Morven, and prepares to pour them 
« on the land of the ſtranger.” „They fell before 
« my ſon, like groves in the deſart, when an an- 
« ory ghoſt ruſhes through night, and takes their 
„green heads in his hand.” In ſuch images, 
Oſlian appears in his ſtrength; for very ſeldom 
have ſupernatural beings been painted with ſo 
much ſublimity, and ſuch force of imagination, as 
by this poet. Even Homer, great as he is, mult 
yield to him in ſimiles formed upon theſe. Take, 
for inſtance, the following, which is the molt re- 
markable of this kind in the Iliad. „ Meriones 
« followed Idomeneus to battle, like Mars 
« the deſtroyer of men, when he ruſhes to war. 
i Terror, his beloved ſon, ſtrong and fierce, 
« attends him; who fills with diſmay the moſt 
« valiant hero. They come from Thrace, armed 
« againſt the Ephyrians and Phlegyans; nor do 
© they regard the prayers of either; but diſpoſe 
« of ſucceſs at their will“.“ The idea here, is 
undoubtedly noble : but obſerve what a figure 
Oſſian ſets before the aſtoniſhed imagination, and 
with what ſublimely terrible circumſtances he 
has heightened it. He ruſhed in the found of 
« his arms, like the dreadful ſpirit of Loda, when 
© he comes in the roar of a thouſand ſtorms, and 
« ſcatters battles from his eyes. He fits on a 
« cloud over Lochlin's feas. His mighty hand 
« is on his ſword. The winds lift his flaming 
« locks. So terrible was Cuthullin in the day of 
« lis fame.“ | 

Homer's 
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Homer's compariſons relate chiefly to martial 
ſubjects, to the appearances aus motions of ar. 
mies, the engagement and death of heroes, and 
the various incidents of war. In Oſſian, we find 
a greater variety of other ſubjects illuſtrated b 
ſimiles; particularly, the ſongs of bards, the 
beauty of women, the different circumſtances of 
old age, ſorrow, and private diſtreſs; which give 
occaſion to much beautiful imagery. What, for 
inſtance, can be more delicate and moving, than 
the following ſimile of Oithona's, in her lamen- 
tation over the diſhonour ſhe had ſuffered ? 
« Chief of Strumon,” replied the ſighing maid, 
« why didſt thou come over the dark-blue wave 
« to Nuath's mournful daughter? Why did not 
« I paſs away in ſecret, like the flower of the 
« rock, that lifts its fair head unſeen, and ſtrews 
« its withered leaves on the blaſt ?? The muſic 
of bards, a favourite object with Oſſian, is illuſ- 
trated by a variety of the moſt beautiful appear- 
ances that are to be found in nature. It is com- 
pared to the calm ſhower of ſpring; to the dews 
of the morning on the hill of roes; to the face of 
the blue and ſtill lake. Two ſimiles on this ſub- 
ject, I ſhall quote, becauſe they would do honour 
to any of the moſt celebrated claſſics. The one 
is; „ Sit thou on the heath, O bard! and let 
& us hear thy voice ; it is pleaſant as the gate of 
ce the ſpring that ſighs on the hunter's car, when 
« he wakens from dreams of joy, and has herd 
ce the muſic of the ſpirits of the hill.” "The other 
contains a ſhort, but exquiſitely tender image, 
accompanied with the fincit poetical painting. 
&« (he muſic of Carril was like the memory of 
&« Joys that are paſt, pleaſant and mournful to the 
„ ſoul. The ghoſts of departed bards heard it 
ce from Slimora's ſide. Soft ſounds ſpread org 
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« the wood; and the ſilent valleys of night re- 
« joice.” What a figure would fuch imagery 
and ſuch ſcenery have made, had they been pre- 
ſented to us, adorned with the ſweetneſs and har- 
mony of the Virgilian numbers! 

[ have choſen all along to compare Oſſian with 
Homer, rather than Virgil, for an obvious reaſon. 
There is a much nearer correſpondence between 
the times and manners of the two former poets. 
Both wrote in an early period of ſociety ; both 
are originals z both are diſtinguiſhed by fimpli- 
city, ſublimity, and fire. The correct elegance 
of Virgil, his artful imitation of Homer, the 
Roman ſtatelineſs which he every where main- 
tains, admit no parallel with the abrupt boldneſs, 
and enthuſiaſtic warmth of the Celtic bard. In 
one article, indeed there is a reſemblance. Vir- 
gil is more tender than Homer; and thereb 
agrees more with Offian ; with this difference, 
thit the feelings of the one are more gentle and 
poliſh-d, thoſe of the other more ſtrong ; the 
tenderneſs of Virgil ſoſtens, that of Oſſian diſ- 
ſolves ar 4 overcomes the heart. 

A reſemblance may he ſometimes obſerved 
between Oſſian's compariſons, and thoſe employ- 
ed by the ſacred writers [hey abound much in 
this figure, and they uſe it with the utmoſt pro- 
priety +. The imagery of Scripture exhibits a 
foil and climate altogether different from thoſe 
of Oſſian; a warmer country, a more ſmilin 
tace of nature, the arts of agriculture and of rural 
life much farther advanced. 'The wine preſs, and 
the threſhing floor, are often preſented to us, the 
Cedar and the Palm-tree, the fragrance of per- 
fumes, the voice of the Turtle, and the beds of 
Lilies. The ſmiles are, like Oſſian's, generally 
ſhort touching on one point of reſemblance, ra- 
ther than ſpread out into little epiſodes. In the 

following 
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following example may be perceived what inex- 
preſſible grandeur poetry receives from the in- 
tervention of the Deity. “ The nations ſhall 
« ruſh like the ruſhings of many waters; but 
« God ſhall rebuke them, and they ſhall fly far 
cc off, and ſhall be chaſed as the chaff of the 
« mountains beſore the wind, and like the down 
« of the thiſtle before the wlurlwind +.” 
Beſides formal compariſons, the poetry of Of. 
ſian is embelliſhed with many beautiful metaphors: 
Such as that remarkably fine one applied to Deu- 
gala; „ She was covered with the light of 
« beauty; but her heart was the houſe of pride.“ 
This mode of expreſſion, which ſuppreſſes the 
mark of compariſon, and ſubſtitutes a figured 
deſcription in room of the object deſcribed, is a 
great enlivener of ſtyle. It denotes that glow 
and rapidity of fancy, which, without pauling to 
form a regular ſimile, paints the object at one 
ſtroke. © Thou art to me the beam of the eaſt, 
« riſing in a land unknown.” „In peace, thou 
cc art the gale of ſpring; in war, the mountain 
« ſtorm.” * Pleaſant be thy reſt, O lovely beam, 
« ſoon haſt thou ſet on our hills! The ſteps of 
« thy departure were ſtately, like the moon on 
« the blue-trembling wave. But thou haſt left 
« us in darknels, firſt of the maids of Lutha !— 


« ſoon haſt thou ſet, Malvina ! but thou riſcſt, 


« like the beam of the eaſt, among the ſpirits of 
cc thy friends, where they fit in their ſtormy halls, 
« the chambers of the thunder.” 'Lhis is correct 
and finely ſupported. But in the following in- 
ſtance, the metaphor though very beautiful at 
the beginning, becomes imperfect before it cloſes, 
by being improperiy mixed with the literal ſenſe. 
« 'Trathal went forth with the itrean: of his peo- 
« pie; but they met a rock; Fingal ſtood un- 
« moved; broken thcy rolled back * 

g « ide. 
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„ fide. Nor did they roll in ſafety; the ſpear 
« of the king purſued their flight.” 

The hyperbole is a figure which we might ex- 
pect to find oſten employed by Oſhan; as the nu- 
diſciplined imagination of early ages generally 
prompts exaggeration, and carries its objects to 
»xcels ; whereas longer experience, and farther 
progreſs in the arts of life, chaſten men's idcas 
and expreihons. Yet Ofhan's hyperboles appear 
not to me, either ſo frequent or fo harth as might 
at firſt have been looked for; an advantage owiny 
no doubt to the more cultivated ſtate, in which, 
as was before ſhewn, poetry ſubſiſted among the 
ancient Celtæ, than among moſt other barbarous 
nations. One of the molt exaggerated de ſcrip- 
tions in the whole work, is what meets us at the 
beginning of Fingal, where the ſcout makes his 
report to Cuthullin of the landing of the foe. But 
this is ſo far from deſerving cenſure that it merits 
praiſe, as being, on that occaſion, natural and 
proper. Ihe ſcout arrives, trembling and full of 
fears; and it is well known, that no paſſion diſ- 
poſes men to hyperbolize more than terror. It 
both annihilates themſelves in their own appre- 
henſion, and magnihes every object which they 
view through the medium of a troubled imagina- 
tion. Hence all thoſe indiſtinct images of formi- 
dable greatneſs, the natural marks of a diſturbed 
and confuſed mind, which occur in Moran's de- 
ſcription of Swaran's appearance, and in his rela- 
tion of the conference which they held together ; 
not unlike the report, which the affrighted Jew- 
ith ſpies made totheir leader, of the land of Canaan. 
The land through which we have gone to 
ſearch it, is a land that eateti. up the inhabit- 
ants thereof; and all the people that we faw 
in it, are men of a great ſtature : and there ſaw 


we giants, the ſons of Anak, which come of the 
Vol. II. 


„giants; 
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« giants; and we were in our own fight as graf. 
« hoppers, and fo were we in their fight *,” 

With regard to perſoniſications, I formerly ob- 
ſerved that Oihan was ſparing, and I accounted 
for his being ſo. Allegorical perſonages he haz 
none; and their abſence is not to be regretted, 
For the intermixture of thoſe ſhadowy Beings, 
which have not the ſupport even of mythologica] 
or legendary belief, with human actors, ſeldom 

roduces a good effect. The fiction becomes toy 
viſible and phantaſtic; and overthrows that im- 
pre ſſion of reality, which the probable recital of 
human actions is calculated to make upon the 
mind. In the ſerious and pathetic ſcenes of Oſſi 
an eſpecially, allegorical .characters would have 
been as much out of place, as in Tragedy; fervy- 
ing only unſeaſonably to amute the fancy, whilit 
they ſtopped the current, and weakened the force 
of paſſion. 

With apoſtrophes, or addreſſes to perſons ab- 
ſent or dead, winch have been, in all ages, the 
language of paſhon, our poet abounds; and they 
are among his higheſt beauties. Witneſs the 
zpoltrophe, in the firſt book of Fingal, to the 
maid ot Iniſtore, whole lover had {allen in battle; 
and that inimitably fine one of Cuthullin to Bra— 
gela at the concluſion of the fame book. He 
commands the harp to be ſtruck in her praiſe; 
and the mention of Bragela's name, immediate— 
ly ſuggelting to him a crowd of tender 1dcas; 
& oſt thou raiſe thy fair face from the rocks, 
he exclaims, « to find the ſails of Cuthullin ? 
« The fea is rolling far dillant, and its white foam 


„ {ſhall deceive thee for my fails.” And now his 


imagination being wrought up to conceive her 
as, at that moment, really in this ſituation, he 
becomes afraid of the harm the may receive 
from the inclemency of the night; and with an 
enthuſiaſm, 
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enthuſiaſm, happy and affecting, though beyond 
the cautious ſtrain of modern poetry, “ Retire,” 
he proceeds, © retire, for it is night, my love, and 
© the dark winds ſigh in thy hair. Retire to the 
« hall of my feaits, and think of the times that 
« are paſt z for I will not return till the ſtorm of 
« war has ceaſed. O Connal, ſpeak of wars 
„ and arms, and ſend her from my mind; for 
« lovely with her raven hair is the white-bo- 
« ſomed daughter of Sorglan.“ This breathes 

all the native ſpirit of paſſion and tenderneſs, 
The addrefles to the ſun, to the moon, and to 
the evening ſtar, muſt draw the attention of eve- 
ry reader of taſte, as among the moſt ſplendid 
ornaments of this collection. The beauties of 
each are too great, and too obyious to need any 
particular comment. In one paſlage only of the 
addreſs to the moon, there appears ſome obſcu- 
rity. „ Whither doit thou retire from thy 
« courſe, when the darkaeſs of thy countenance 
« grows? Haſt thou thy hall like Offtan ? 
« Dwelleſt thou in the ſhadow of grief? Have 
& thy filters fallen from Heaven? Are they who 
« rejoiced with thee at night, no more? Yes, 
« they have fallen, fair light! and thou doſt often 
« retire to mourn.” We may be at a loſs to com- 
prchend, at firſt view, the ground of theſe ſpe- 
culations of Oiſian, concerning the moon; but 
when all the circumitances arc attended to, they 
will appear to flow naturally from the pretent 
ſituation of his mind. A mind under the do- 
minion of any ſtrong paſſion, tinctures with its 
own diſpoſition, every object which it beholds. 
The old bard, with his heart bleeding for the 
loſs of all his friends, is meditating on the dif- 
ferent phaſes of the moon. Her waning and 
darkneſs, preſents to his melancholy imagina- 
tion, the image of ſorrow z and preſently the 
idea ariſes, and is indulged, that, like himſelf, 
O 2 ſhe 
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ſhe retires to mourn over the loſs of other moons, 


or of ſtars, whom he calls her fiſters, and fan. | 


cies to have once rejciced wich her at night, now 
{allen from heaven. Darknets ſuggeſted the idea 
of mourning, and mourning ſuggeſted nothing 
ſo naturally to Oſſian, as the death of beloved 
ſtiends. An inſtance, preciſcly ſimilar of this in- 
fluence of paſſion, may be ſcen in a paſſage 
which has always been admired of Shakeſpeare” $ 


King Lear. The old man on the point of Gif. 
traction, through the inhumanity of his daugh- 


ters, ſees Edgar appear diſguiſed like a beggar 
and a madman. 
| Lear. Didſt thou give all to thy daughters? And art thoy 


come to this:! 


N Couldeſt thou lcave nothing? Didſt thou give them all ? 


eld. He hath no daughters, Sir. 
Lear. Death, traitor ! nothing could have ſubdued nature, 
To ſuch a lownefs, but his unkind daughters, 
King Lear, AR. 3, Scene 5 


The apoſtrophe to the winds, in the opening 


of Darthyla, is in the - higheſt ſpirit of poetry. 


« But the .,winds deceived thee, O Darthula; 
« and deny the woody Etha to thy fails. Theſe 
© are not thy mountains, Nathos, nor is that 
« the roar of thy climbing waves. The halls 
« of Cairbar are near, and the towers of the foc 
« lift their head. Where have ye been, ye 
« ſouthern winds ; when the ſons of my love 
« were deceived ? But ye have been ſporting on 
„e plains, and purſuing the thiſtle's beard. O that 
« ye had been ruſtling in the ſails of Nathos, 
till the hills of Etha roſe ! till they roſe in their 
clouds, and ſaw their coming chief.” This 
paſſage is remarkable for the reſemblance it bears 
to an expoſtulation with the wood nymphs, on 
their abſence at a critical time; which, as a fa- 
vourite poetical idea, Virgil has copied from 
Theocritus, and Milton has very happily imi- 


tated from both, 


Where 


e 


ernennen e 


THE POEMS OF OSSFAN. 293 


Where were ye, -nymphs ! when the remorſcleſs deep 
Clos'd o'er the head of your lov'd Lycidas ? 

For neither were ye playing on the ſteep 

Where your old bards, the famous Druids, lie ; 

Nor on the ſhaggy top of Mona, high, 

Nor yet where Deva ſpreads her wizard ſtream +. 


Having now treated fully of Oſlian's talents, 


with reſpect to deſcription and imagery, it only 
remains to make ſome obſervations on his ſenti- 
ments. No ſentiments can be beautiful-without 
being proper; that is, ſuited to the character 
and ſituation of thoſe who utter them. In tlis 
reſpect, Oſſian is as correct as moſt writers. 
His characters, as above obſerved, are in general 
well ſupported; which could not have bcen the 
caſe, had the ſentiments been unnatural or out 
of place. A variety of perſonages of different 
ages, ſexes, and conditions, are introduced into 
his poems; and they ſpeak and act with a pro- 
priety of ſentiment and behaviour, which it is 
ſurpriſing to find in ſo rude an age. Let the 
poem of Darthula, throughout, be taken as an 
example. 

But it is not enough that ſentiments be natural 
and proper. In order to acquire any high degree 
of poetical merit, they mult alſo be. ſublime and 
pathetic. 


The ſublime is not confined to ſentiment: 


alone. It belongs to deſcription alſo z and whe- 
ther in deſcription. or in ſentiment, imports ſuch 
ideas preſented to the mind, as raiſe it to an un- 
common degree of elevation, and fill it with ad- 
miration and aſtoniſnment. This is the higheſt 
effect either of cloquence or pbetry: And to pro- 
duce this effect, requires a genius glowing with 
the ſtrongeſt and warmeſt conception of ſome 

O 3 object 

J Milton's Lycidas. See Theocrit. Idyll. I. 
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object awſul, great or magnificent. That th, 
character of genius belongs to Oſſian, may, | 
think, ſuſhciently appear from many of the paf. 
ſages I have already had occaſion to quote. 10 
produce more inſtances, were ſuperfluous. I? 
the engagement of Fingal with the ſpirit of Loda, 
in Carric-thura ; if the encounters of the armies, 
in Fingal ; if the addreſs to the ſun, in Carthon; 
if the ſimilies founded upon ghoſts and ſpirits of 
the night, all formerly mentioned, be not ad. 
mitted as examples, and illuſtrious ones too, of 
the true poetical ſublime, I confeſs myſelf en- 
tirely ignorant of this quality of writing. 

All the circumſtances, indeed, of Oſſian's 
compoſition, are favourable to the ſublime, 
more perhaps than to any other ſpecies of beauty, 
Accuracy and correctneſs; artfſully connected 
narration z exact method and proportion of parts, 
we may look for in poliſhed times. The gay and 
the beautiful, will appear to more advantage in 
the midſt of ſmiling ſcenery and pleaſurable 
themes. But amidſt the rude ſcenes of nature, 
amidſt rocks and torrents and whirlwinds and 
battles, dwells the ſublime. It is the thunder 
and the lightning of genius. It is the offspring 
of nature, not of art. It is negligent of all the 
leſſer graces, and perfectly conſiſtent with a cer- 
tain noble diſorder. It aſſociates naturally with 
that grave and folemn ſpirit, which diſtinguiſhes 
gur author. For the ſublime, is an awful and 
ſcrious emotion; and is heightened by all the 
images of Trouble, and Terror, and Darkneſs. 


[pſe pater, media nimborum in nocte, coruſca 

Fulmina molitur dextra; quo maxima motu 

'F'erra tremit; fugere ſeræ; & mortalia corda 

Per gentes, humilis ſtravit pavor ; ille, flagranti 

Aut Atho, aut Rhodopen, aut alta Ceraunia telo 
Dejicit. VIx d. Georg. J. 


Simplicity and conciſeneſs, are never-failing 
characteriſtics of the ſtyle of a ſublime writer. 


He 
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He reſts on the majeſty of his ſentiments, not on 
the pomp of his expreſſions. The main ſecret of 
being ſublime, is to ſay great things in few and in 
plain words : For every ſuperfluous decoration de- 
rrades a ſublime idea. The mind riſes and {ſwells 
when a lofty deſcription or ſentiment is preſented 
Jo it, in its native form. But no ſooner does the 
poct attempt to ſpread out this ſentiment or de— 
{cription, and to deck it round and round with 


glittering ornaments, than the mind begins to 


tall from its high elevation; the tranſport is 
over; the beautiful may remain, but the ſub- 
lime is gone. Hence the conciſe and ſimple 
ſtyle of Olhan gives great advantage to his ſub- 
lime conceptions ; and aſſiſts them in ſeizing the 
imagination with full power “. 

Sublimity as belonging to ſentiment, coincides 
in a great meaſure with magnanimity, heroiſm, 
and generoſity of ſentiment. Whatever diſco- 
vers human nature in its greateſt elevation; what- 
ever beſpeaks a high effort of ſoul; or ſhews a 
mind ſuperior to pleaſures, to dangers, and to 

O 4 death, 


»The noted ſaying of Julius Ceſar, to the pilot in a ſtorm : 
Qui times? Cæœſarem vehis; is magnanimous and ſublime, 
Lucaa, not ſatisfied with this ſimple coucifenc's reſolved to 
amplify and improve the thonght. Obſerve, how every time 
he twiſts it round, it departs farther from the ſublime, till, at 
laſt, it ends in tumid declamation. 
Sperne minas, inquit, Pelagi, ventoque furenti 
Trade ſinum. lahtam, ſi cœlo auctore, recuſas, 
Me, pete. Sola tibi cauſa hc eſt juſta timoris 
Vectorem non noſſe tuum; quem numina nunquam 
Deſtituunt; de quo male tunc fortuna meretur, 
Cum poit vota venit; medias perrumpe procellas 
Tutela ſecure mea. Coli iſte fretique, 
Non puppis noitra, labor eſt. Hane Cæſare preſſam 
A fluctu defendit onus | 

Quid tenti ſtrage paratur, 

Ignoras? Querit pelagi cœlique tumultu 

Quid præſtet fortuna mihi. 
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death, forms what may be called the moral or 
ſentimental ſublime. For this, Oſhan is emi. 
nently diſtinguiſhed. No poet maintains a higher 
tone of virtuous and noble ſentiment, through. 
out all his works. Particularly in all the ſenti- 
ments of Fingal, there is a grandeur and loftineſs 
proper to {well the mind with the higheſt ideas of 
human perfection. Wherever he appears, we 
behold the hero. The objects which he purſues, 
are always truly great; to bend the proud; ty 
protect the injyred ; to defend his friends; to 
overcome his enemies by generoſity more than by 
force. A portion of the fame ſpirit actuates all 
the other heroes. Valour reigns; but it is a ge- 
nerous. valour, void of cruelty, animated by ho- 
nour, not by hatred. We behold no debaſing 
paihons among Fingal's warriors.z no ſpirit of 
avarice or of inſult; but a perpetual contention 
tor fame; a deſire of being diſtinguiſhed and re- 
membered for gallant actions; a love of juſtice ; 
and a zealous attachment to their friends and 
their country. Such is the ſtrain of ſentiment 
in the works of Oſhan. 

But the ſublimity of moral ſentiments, if they 
wanted the ſoftening of the tender, would be in 
hazard of giving a hard and ſtiff air to poetry. It 
is not enough to admire. Admiration is a cold 
fecling, in compariſon of that deep intereſt, which 
the heart takes in tender and pathetic ſcenes; 
where, by a myſterious attachment to the objects 
of compaſhon, we are pleafed and delighted, even 
whilſt we mourn. With ſcenes of this kind 
Oſfian abounds ; and his high merit in theſe is 
inconteſtible. He may be blamed for drawing 
tears too often from our eyes; but that he has 
the power of commanding them, I believe no 
man, who has the leaſt ſenſibility, will queſtion, 
The general character of his poetry, is the eue 

mixe 
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mixed with the elegiac ſtrain; admiration tem- 
pered with pity. | + fond of giving, as he ex- 
preſſes ir, © the joy of grief,” it is viſible, that 
on all moving ſubjeQts, he delights to exert his 
genius; and accordingly,never were there finer pa- 
thetic ſituations, than what his works preſent. His 


great art in managing them lies in giving vent to 


the ſimple and natural emotions of the heart. We 
meet with no exaggerated declamation; no ſub- 
tle refinements on ſorrow ; no ſubſtitution of de- 
ſcription in place of paſſion: Offian felt ſtrongly” 
himſelf : and the heart when uttering its native 
language never fails, by powerful ſympathy, to 


affect the heart. A great variety of examples 


might be produced. We need only open the book 


to find them every where. What, for inſtance, . 


can be more moving, than the lamentations of 


Oithona, after her misfortune ? Gaul the ſon ot 


Morni, her lover, ignorant of what ſhe had ſuffer- 
ed, comes to her reſcue. - Their meeting is ten- 
der in the higheſt degree. He propoſes to en- 
gage her foe, in ſingle combat, and gives her in 
charge what ſhe is to do, if he himſelf ſhall tall. 
% And ſhall the daughter of Nuäth live?“ ttc 
replied with a burſting gh. „ Shall I hve in 
© 'I'romathon and the fon of Morni low ? My 
te heart is not of that rock; nor my ſoul carelets 
i as that ſea, which lifts its blue waves to every 
« wind, and rolls beneath the ſtorm. The blaſt, 


© which ſhall lay thee low, ſhall ſpread the branch- 


«es of Oithona on earth. We ſhall wither to- 
tec gether, ſon of car-borne Morni! The narrow 
&« houſe is pleaſant to me; and the grey ſtone of 
* the dead; for never more will I leave thy rocks, 
« ſea-ſurrounded Tromathon |! Chief of 
« Strumon, why cameſt thou over the waves to 
© Nuich's mournful daughter? Why did not 1 
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« paſs away in ſecret, like the flower of the rock 
« that lifts its fair head unſeen, and firews its 
« withered leaves on the blaſt ? Why didſt thou 
come, O Gaul! to hear my departing ſigh ? 
« —O had I dwelt at Duvranna, in the bright 
beams of my fame! Then had my years come 
ce on with joy; and the virgins would bleſs my 
ee fleps. But I fall in youth, fon of Morni, and 
« my father-ſhall bluſh in his hall.” 

Oithona mourns like a woman ; in Cuthullin's 
expreſſions of grief after his defeat, we behold the 
ſentiments of a hero, generous but deſponding, 
The fituation is remarkably fine. Cuthullin, 
rouzed from his cave, by the noiſe of battle, ſees 
Fingal victorious in the field. He is deſcribed as 
kindling at the ſight. „ His hand is on the 
« {word of his fathers z his red- rolling eyes on 
* the foe. He thrice attempted to ruſh to bat- 
rc tle; and thrice did Connal ſtop him,“ ſug- 
geiting, that Fingal was routing the foe; and 
that he ought not, by the ſhow of ſuperfluous 
aid, to deprive the king of any part of the honour 
of a victory, which was owing to him alone. 
Cuthullin yields to this generous ſentiment; but 
we ſee it ſtinging him to the heart with the * 
of his own diſgrace. „ Then, Carril, go,“ re- 
phed the chief, “ and preet the king of Mir 

ven. When Lochlin falls away like a ſtream 
« after rain, and the noiſe of the battle is over, 
c then be thy voice ſweet in his ear, to praiſe 
4 the king of ſwords. Give him the ſword of 
“ Caithbatz for Cuthullin is worthy no more to 
„lift the arms of his fathers. But, O ye ghoſts 
<«« of the lonely Cromla ! Ye ſouls of chiefs that 
are no more! Be ye the companions of Cu- 
« thullin, and talk to him in the cave of his ſor- 
„ row. For never more ſhall I be renowned 
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« among the mighty in the land. I am like a 
« beam that has ſhone ; Like a miſt that has fled 
« away; when the blaſt of the morning came, 
« and brightened the ſhaggy ſide of the hill. 
« Connal ! talk of arms no more: Departed is 
« my fame. My ſighs ſhall be on Cromla's 
« wind ; till my foot-ſteps ceaſe to be ſeen. And 
« thou, white-boſomed Bragela ! mourn over 
« the fall of my fame; for vanquiſhed, I will 
« never return to thee, thou ſun-beam of Dun- 
„ ſcaich [” | 


Zſtuat ingens 
Uno in corde pudor, lu uſque, & conſcia virtus. 

Beſides ſuch extended pathetic ſcenes, Oſſian 
:requently pierces the heart by a ſingle unexpect- 
ed ſtroke. When Oſcar fell in battle, © No father 
** mourned his ſon ſlain in youth; no brother, 
« his brother of love; they fell without tears, 
« for the chief of the people was low.” In the 
admirable interview of Hector with Androma- 
che, in the ſixth Iliad, the circumſtance of the 
child in his nurſe's arms, has often been remark- 
ed, as adding much to the tenderneſs of the ſcene. 
In the following paſfage relating to the death of 
Cuthullin, we find a circumſtance that muſt ſtrike 


the imagination with ſtill greater force. “ And, 


&« is the ſon of Semo fallen?“ ſaid Caril with a 
ſigh. © Mournful are Tura's walls, and forraw 


© dwells at Dunſcaich. Thy ſpouſe is left alone 


«© in her youth; the ſon of thy love is alone. 
« He ſhall come to Bragela, and atk her why ſhe 
«© weeps. He ſhall lift his eyes to the wall, and 
* ſee his father's ſword. Whoſe ſword is that 
« he will fay ; and the ſoul of his mother is fad.” 
Soon after Fingal had ſhewn all the grief of a 
father's heart for Ryno, one of his ſons, fallen in 
battle, he is calling, after his accuſtomed manner, 
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his fons to the chaſe. „ Call,“ ſays he, t Fillan 

« and Ryno—But he is not here—My ſon reſt; 

« on the bed of death.” — This unexpected ſtart 

of anguiſh is worthy of the higheſt tragic poet, 
If ſhe come in, ſhe'll ſure ſpeak to my wife 


My wife my wife— What wife ?—1 have no wife 
Oh inſupportable !' Oh heavy hour! 


Othells, Act 5. Scene 7. 

The contrivance of the incident in both poets 
is ſimilar ; but the circumſtances are varied with 
judgment. Othello dwells upon the name of 
wife, when it had fallen from him, with the con- 
fuſion and horror of one tortured with guilt. 
Fingal, with the dignity of a hero, corrects him- 
{elf and ſuppreſſes his riſing grief. 

The contraſt which Oſhan frequently makes be- 
tween his preſent and his former ſtate, diffuſes 
over his whole poetry, a ſolemnpathetic air, which 
cannot fail to make impreſſion on every heart. 
The concluſion of the ſongs of Selma, is particu- 
larly calculated for this purpoſe. Nothing can 
be more poetical and tender, or can leave upon 
the mind, a ſtronger, and more affecting idea of 
the venerable aged bard. Such were the words 
« of the bards in the days of the ſong; when the 
« king heard the muſic of harps, and the tales 
« of other times. The chiefs gathered from all 
& their hills, and heard the lovely ſound. They 
c praiſed the voice of Cona“; the firſt among 
« a thouſand bards. But age is now on m 
« tongue, and my ſoul has failed. I hear ſome- 
«« times, the ghoſts of bards, and learn their plea- 
« ſant ſong. But memory fails on my mind ; 
<«c hear the call of years. They ſay, as they paſs 
« along; Why does Oſſian ſing ? Soon ſhall he 
« lie in the narrow houſe, and no bard ſhall raiſe 


« his 
* Oſfian hHimſelf is poetically called the voice of Cona. 
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« his fame. Roll on, ye dark-brown years! for 
« ye bring no Joy in your courſe. Let the tomb 
« open to Oſſian, for his ſtrength has failed. 
« The ſons of the ſong are gone to reſt. M 
« voice remains, like a blaſt, that roars lonely on 
« a ſea- ſurrounded rock, after the winds are laid. 
« The dark moſs whiſtles there, and the diſtant 
« mariner ſecs the waving trees.“ 

Upon the whole; if to feel ſtrongly, and to 
deſcribe naturally, be the two chief ingredients in 
poetical genius, Othan mult, after fair examina- 
tion, be held to poſſeſs that genius in a high de- 
gree. The queſtion is not, whether a few impro- 
prieties may be pointed out in his works; whe- 
ther this or that paſſage might not have been 
worked up with more art and ſkill; by ſome writer 
of happier times? A thouſand ſuch cold and fri- 
volous criticiſms, are altogether indeciſive as to 
his genuine merit. But, has he the ſpirit, the 
fire, the inſpiration of a poet ? Does he utter the 
voice of nature? Does he elevate by his ſenti- 
ments? Does he intereſt by his deſcriptions? 
Does he paint to the heart as well as to the fancy? 
Does he make his readers glow, and tremble, and 
weep? Theſe are the great characteriſtics of true 
poetry. Where theſe are found, he muſt be a 
minute critic indeed, who can dwell upon light 
defects. A few beauties of this high kind, tranſ- 
cend whole volumes of faultleſs mediocrity. Un- 
couth and abrupt, Oſſian may fometimes appear 
by reaſon of his conciſeneſs. But he is fublime, 
he is pathetie, in an eminent degree. If he has not 
the extenſive knowledge, the regutar dignity of 
narration, the fulneſs and accuracy of defcription, 
which we find in Homer and Virgil, yet in 
ſtrength of imagination, in grandeur of ſentiment, 


302 DISSERTATION ON 


in native majeſty of paſſion, ke is fully their equal, 
If he flows not always like a clear ſtream, yet he 
breaks forth often like a torrent of fire. Of art 
too, he is far from being deſtitute 3 and his ima- 
gination is remarkable for delicacy as well as 
ſtrength. Seldom or never is he either triflin 
or tedious ; and if he be thought too melancholy, 
yet he is always moral. Though his merit were 
in other reſpects much leſs than it is, this alone 
ought to intitle him to high regard, that his 
writings are remarkably favourable to virtue, 
They awake the tendereſt ſympathies, and inſpire 
the moſt generous emotions. No reader can riſe 
from him, without being warmed with the ſenti- 
ments of humanity, virtue, and honour. 
Though unacquainted with the original lan- 
guage, there is no one but muſt judge the tranſla- 
tion to deſerve the higheſt praiſe, on account of 
its beauty and elegance. Of its faithfulneſs and 
accuracy, I have been aſſured by perſons tkilled 
in the Galic tongue, who, from their youth, were 
acquainted with many of theſe poems of Othan. 


To transfuſe ſuch ſpirited and fervid ideas from. 


one Janguage into another; to tranſlate litcrally, 
and yet with ſuch a glow of poetry ; to keep alive 
lo much paſhon, and ſupport ſo much dignity 
throughout, is one of the moſt diſſicult works of 
genius, and proves the tranſlator to have been a- 
nimated with no ſmall portion of Oſſian's ſpirit. 


The meaſured proſe which he has employed, 


poſleſſes conſiderable advantages above any fort 
of verſification he could have choſen, Whillt it 
pleaſes and fills the ear with a varicty of harmo- 
nious cadences, being, at the ſame time freer 
from conltraint in the choice and arrangement ot 
words, it allows the ſpirit of the original to be 

extubitcd 
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exhibited with more juſtneſs, force, and ſimpli- 
city. Elegant however, and maſterly as Mr. 
Macpherſon's tranſlation is, we muſt never for- 
get whilſt we read it, that we are putting the 
merit of the original to a ſevere teſt. For, we 
are examining a poet ſtript of his native dreſs: 
diveſted of the harmony of his own numbers. 
We know how much grace and energy the works 
of the Greek and Latin poets receive from the 
charm of verſification in their original languages. 
If then, deſtitute of this advantage, exhibited 
in a literal verſion, Oſſian {till has power to pleaſe 
as a poet; and not to pleaſe only, but often to 
command, to tranſport, to melt the heart; we 
may very ſafely infer, that his productions are 
the offspring of true and uncommon genius; and 
we may boldly aſſign him a place among thoſe, 
whoſe works are to laſt for ages. 
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N addition to the diſſertations already given, 

which are uſually found accompanying the 
Poems of Oſſian, it is preſumed that it will not 
be unacceptable to the reader, to ſee what another 
celebrated Philoſopher and Critic has ſaid on the 
ſubject. He has put the matter in a differ- 
ent light from thoſe who have written before him, 
and his criticiſms and remarks will be found to 
be original, judicious, and highly pleaſing ; as a 
proof of this the following extracts are given : 

« From a thouſand circumſtances it appears, 
that the works of Oſſian are not a late produc- 
tion. They are compoſed in an old dialect of 
the Celtic tongue; and as, till lately, they were 
known only in the Highlands of Scotland, the 
author muſt have been a Caledonian. The tranſ- 
lator * ſaw, in the Ifle of Sky, the firſt four 
books of the poem Fingal, written in a fair hand 
on vellum, and bearing date in the year 1403. 
The natives believe that poem to be very ancient: 
every perſon has paſſages of it by heart, tranſmit- 


ted by memory from their forefathers. Their 


dogs bear commonly the name of LZuath, 
Bran, &c. mentioned in theſe poems, as our 
dogs 

* Mr. Macpherſon. 
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dogs do of P,,mpey and Caeſar + Many other 
particulars might be mentioned; but theſe are 
ſufficient to prove that the work muſt have ex. 
iſted at leaſt three or four centuries. Taking 
that for granted, I proceed to certain conſider. 
ations tending to evince, that the manners def. 
cribed in Oſſian were Caledonian manners, and 
not a pure fiction. And, after peruſing with at- 
tention theſe conſiderations, I am not afraid that 
even the moſt incredulous will continue altogether 
unthaken. 

It is a noted and well-founded obſervation, 
That manners are never painted to the life by 
any one to whom they are not familiar. It is 
not difficult to draw the outlines of imagina 
manners; but to fill up the picture with all the 
variety of tints that manuers afſume in different 
circumſtances, uniting all concordantly in one 
whole Hic labor, hoc opus eff, Yet the manners 
here ſuppoſed to be invented, are delineated in a 
variety of incidents, of ſentiments, of images, 
and of alluſions, making. one entire picture, with- 
out once deviating into the ſlighteſt incongruity. 
Every ſcene in Oſſian relates to hunting, to fight- 
ing, or to love, the ſole occupations of men in 
the original ſtate of ſociety : there is not a ſingle 
image, ſimile, or alluſion, but what is borrowed 
from that ſtate, without a jarring circumſtance.— 
Suppoſing all to be mere invention, is it not 
amazing to find no mention. of highland clans, 
or of any name now in uſe ? Is it not ſtill more 

amazing 


+ In the iſle of Sky, the ruins of the caſtle of Dunſcaich, upon 
an abrupt rock hanging over the fea, are ſtill viſible, That 


caſtle, as vouched by tradition, belonged to Cuchullin Lord of 


that Iſle, whoſe hiſtory is recorded in the Poem of Fingal. 
Upon the green before the caſtle there is a great ſtone, to which, 
according to the ſame tradition, his dog Luath was chaincd. 
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mazing, that there is not the ſligheſt hint of the 
Chriſtian religion, not even in a metaphor or al- 
juſion? Is it not equally amazing, that, in a 
work where deer's fleſh is frequentiy mentioned, 
and a curious method of roaiting ic, there ſhould 
not be a word of fiſh as food, ſo common in later 
times? Very few highlanders know that their 
forefathers did not eat fiſh 3 and, ſuppoſing it to 
be known, it would require ſingular attention, 
never to let a hint of it enter the poem. Can it 
be ſuppoſed, that a modern writer could be ſo 
conſtantly on his guard, as never to mention corn 
nor cattle ? In a ſtory ſo ſcanty of poetical images, 
the ſedentary life of a ſhepherd, and the induſtry 
of a huſbandman, would make a capital :figure : 
the clover: foot would ſomewhere pee out. And 
yet, in all the works of Oſſian, there is no men- 
tion of agriculture; and but a flight hint of a 
herd of cattle in one or two alluſions. I willing- 
ly give all advantages to the unbeliever : Suppoſ- 
ing the author of Oſſian to be a late writer, 
adorned with every refinement of modern edu- 
cation; yet, even upon that ſuppoſitian, he is a 
miracle, far from being equalled by any other 
author ancient or modern. 

Uut difficulties multiply when it is taken into 
the account, that the poems of Oſſian have ex- 


iſted three or ſour centuries at leaſt. Our High- 


landers at preſent are ude aud illiterate; and 
were in fact little better than ſavages at the pe- 
riod mentioned. Now, to hold the manners deſ- 
eribed in that work to be . l is in effect 
to hold, that they were invented by a highland 
ſavage, acquainted with the rude manners of his 
country, but utterly unacquainted with every 
other ſyſtem of manners. The manners of dif- 


tercnt countries are now ſo well known as to 


make 


ne CCI I 
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make it an eaſy taſk to invent manners by blend. 
ing the manners of one country with thoſe 
of another; but to invent manners of which the 
author has no example, and yet neither whim. 
ſical nor abſurd, but congruous to human nature 
in its molt poliſhed ſtate, I pronounce to be far 
above the powers of man. Is it ſo much as ſup. 
poſable, that ſuch a work could be the produc. 
tion of a Tartar, or of a Hottentot ? From what 
ſource then did Oſſian draw the refined manners 
ſo deliciouſly painted by him? Suppoſing him to 
have been a traveller, of which we have not the 
{lighteſt hint, the manners of France at that pe- 
riod, of Italy, and of other neighbouring nations, 
were little leſs barbarous than thoſe of his own 
country. I can diſcover no ſource but inſpira- 
tion. In a word, whoever ſeriouſly believes 
the manners of Oſhan to be fictitious, may well 
ſay, with the religious enthuſiaſt, “ Credo quia 
cc 7mpoſubile t: J believe it becauſe it is impoſ- 
« ſible.“ 

But further: The uncommon talents of the 
author of this work will cheerfully be acknow- 
ledged by every reader of taite : he certainly was 
a great maſter in his way. Now, whether the 
work be late, or compoled four centuries ago, a 
man of ſuch talents inventing a hiſtorical fable, 
and laying the ſcene of action among ſavages in 
the hunter-ſtate, would naturally frame a ſyſtem 
of manners the beſt ſuited in his opinion to that 
ſtate. What then could tempt him to adopt a 


ſyſtem of manners, 1o oppoiite to any notion he 
could foim of ſavage manners? The abſurdity is 
ſo groſs, that we are forced, however reluctant- 
ly, to believe, that theſe manners are not ficti- 
tious, but in reality the manners of his country, 
coloured perhaps, or a little heightened, accord- 


ing 


Ls 8 * 5 * 


THE POEMS OF OSSIAN. 311 


ing to the privilege of an epic poet. And once 
admitting that fact, there can be no heſitation 
in aſcribing the week to Oſſian, ſon of Fingal, 

whoſe name it bears: we have no better evidence 
for the authors of ſeveral Greek and Roman 
books. Upon the ſame evidence, we muſt be- 
lieve, that Oſſian lived in the reign of the Em- 
pcror Caracalla, of whom frequent mention is 
made under the deſignation of Caracul the Great 
King ; at which period, the ſhepherd-ſtate was 
ſcarce known in Caledonia, and huſbandry not 
at all. Had he lived fo late as the twelfth cen- 
tury, when there were flocks and herds in that 
country, and ſome ſort of agriculture, a poet of 
genius, ſuch as Oſhan undoubtedly was, would 
have drawn from theſe his fineſt images. 

The foregoing conſiderations, I am perſuaded, 
would not fail to convert the molt incredulous 
were it not for a conſequence extremely impro- 
bable, that a people, little better at preſent than 
ſavages, were in their primitive huater-ſtate 
highly refined ; for ſuch Oſſian deſcribes them. 
And yet it is no leſs improbable, that ſuch man- 
ners thould be invented by an illiterate highland 
bard. Let a man chuſe either fide, the difficulty 
cannot be ſolved but by a ſort of miracle. What 
ſhall we conclude upon the whole ? for the mind 
cannot for ever remain in ſuſpenſe. As dry rea- 
ſoning has left us in a dilemma, taſte perhaps 
and fe eling may extricate us. May not the caſe 
be here as in real painting ? A portrait drawn 
from fancy may reſemble the human viſage 3 
but ſuch peculiarity of countenance and expreſſion 
as ſerves to diſtinguith a certain perſon from 
every other, 1 18 always wanting. Preſent a portrait 
to a man of taſte, and he will be at no lots to ſay, 


wacther it be copied from life, or be the product 
of 


312 OBSERVATIONS ON 


of fancy. If Oſſian paint from av {om clover, 
foot will appear : but if his portraits be complete, 
ſo as to expreſs every peculiarity of character, 
why ſhould we doubt of their being copied from 
hfe? In that view, the reader, I am hopeſul, 
will not think his time thrown away in examin- 
ing ſome of Oſhay's ſtriking pictures. I per. 
ceive not another reſource. 
Love of fame is painted by Oſſian as the ru]. 
ing paſſion of his countrymen the Caledonians, 
Warriors are every where deſcribed, as citcem- 
ing it their chief happineſs to be recorded in the 
ſongs of the bards : that feature is never want- 
ing in any of Oſſian's heroes. Lake the follow- 
ing inſtances: „ King of the roaring Strumon, 
« ſaid the riſing joy of Fingal, do I behold thee 
« in arms after thy ſtrength has failed ? Often 
« hath Morni ſhone in battles, like the beam of 
« the riſing ſun, when he diſperſes the ſtorms 
« of the hill, and brings peace to the glittering 
« fields. But why didſt thou not reſt in thine 
« age? Thy renown is in the ſong : the people 
« behold thee, and bleſs the departure of mighty 
« Morni *.“ „ Hon of Fingal, he ſaid, why 
« burns the ſoul of Gaul? My heart beats high: 
« my ſteps are difordered 3 and my hand trem- 
« bles on my ſword. When 1 look toward the 
« foe, my ſoul lightens before me, and 1 ſee 
« their ſleeping hoſt. Tremble thus the ſouls 
&« of the valiant, in battles of the ſpear? How 
« would the ſoul of Morni rife, if we ſhould ruſh 
© on the foe | Our renown would grow in the 
« ſong, and our ſteps be ſtately in the eye of the 
c bre. 
That a warrior has acquired his fame is a con- 


ſolation 
* Lathmon, 


ſola 
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ſolation in every diſtreſs: «© Carri!, ſaid the King 
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in ſecret, the ſtrength of Cuchullin fails. My 
days are with the years that are paſt; and no 
morning of mine fall ariſe. They ſhall feck 
me at 'Temora, vut I ſhall not be found. Cor- 
mac will weep in his hall, and ſay, Where is 
'Fura's chief? But my name is renowned, my 
fame in the ſong of bards. The youth will 
ſay, O let me die as Cuchillin died: renown cloth- 
ed him lite a robe; and the light of his fame is 
great. Draw the arrow from my tide ; and 
lay Cuchullin below that oak. Place the ſhield 
of Caithbat near, that they may behold me a- 
mid the arms of my fathers “.“ Fingal ſpeaks : 
Ullin, my aged bard, take the ſhip of the King. 
Carry Oſcar to Selma, and let the daughters 
of Morven weep. We ſhall fight in Erin for 
the race of fallen Cormac. The days of my 
years begin to fail: I feel the weakneſs of m 

arm. My fathers bend from their clouds to 
receive their grey-hair'd ſon. But, 'Trenmore'! 
before I go hence, one beam of my fame ſhall 
riſe : in fame ſhall my days end, as my years 
begun : my life thall be one ſtream of light to 
other times +.” Oſſian ſpeaks: „“ Did thy 
beauty laſt, O Ryno! ſtood the ſtrength of 

car-borne Oſcar ?! Fingal himſelf paſſed a- 
way, and the halls of his fathers forgot his 
ſteps. And ſhalt thou remain, aged bard, 
when the mighty have failed ? But my fame 
ſhall remain; and grow like the oak of Mor- 
Vol. II. * « ven 


The death of Cuchillin. + Temora. 

Several of Oſſian's heroes are deſcribed as fighting in cars. 
The Britons, in general, fought in that manner: “ The Britons 
fight, not only with cavalry, or foot, but alſo with cars and 
chariots.“ Pomp. Mela. 
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% ven, which lifts its broad head to the ſtorm, 
« and rejoiceth in the courſe of the wind *.“ 

The chief cauſe of aſſſiction when a young 
man is cut off in battle, is his not having re- 
ceived his fan : « And fell the ſwifteſt in the 
« race, ſaid the King, the firt to bend tlie 
« bow ? {hou ſcarce haſt been known to me; 
« way did young Ryno fall? But fleep thou 

ſoftly on Leng, Fingal ſhall foon behold thee. 
« Soon (hall my voice be heard no more, and 
: my footſteps cvale to be feen. Ihe bards 
« will tell of Fingal's name; the ſtones will 
4c talk of me. Put, Ryno ! thou art low in- 
if deed, thou halt not received thy fame. Ullin, 
« ſtrike the harp for Ryno; tell what the chief 
« would have been. Farewell thou firſt in every 
« field. No more tha!l I direct thy dart. Thou 
« that haſt been fo fair; I behold thee not. 
6 Farewell +.” « Calthon ruſhed into the ſtream: 
& IT bounded forward on my ſpear : Teutha's race 
« fell before us: night came rolling down. 
« Dunthalmo reſted on a rock, amidit an aged 
« wood : the rape of his bates burned againſt 
« the car. borne Calthon. But Calthon ſtood 
« in his grief; he mourned the fallen Col- 
« mar; Colmar ſlaim in youth, before his fame 
“ arole j.” 

Lamentation for loſs of fame. Cuchullin 
ſpeaks: „ But, O ye ghoſts of the lonely 
« Cromla ! ye fouls of chiefs that are no 
c more! be ye the companions of Cuchullin, 
«K and talk to him in the cave of his ſorrow. For 
c never more {hall 1 be renowned among the 
«© mighty in the land. I am like a beam that 
% has ſhone; like a milt that fled away wien 

« the 


* "wry ' L ON ; T Fingal, 


— 
+ Caliton and Celmar. 
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er: when the blaſt of the morning came, and 
« brightened the ſhaggy ſide of the hill. Con- 
« nal, talk of arms no more; departed : 18 my 
« fame. My ſighs ſhall be on Cromla's wind, 
« till my footſteps ccaſe to be ſcen. And thou 
© white-boſom'd Bragela, mourn over the fall 
« of my fame; for, vanquiſhed, never will I re- 
« ture to thee, thou ſup-bcam of Dunfcaich “.“ 

J ove of fame begets heroc actions, which go 
Land in hand with elevated ſentimeats : of the 
former there are exampics in every page ; of the 
latter take the following examples: „ And let 
« him come, replied the King. I love a foe like 
“% Cathmor: his foul is great; his arm ſtrong; 
„“ and his battles full of fame. But the little 
« foul is like a vapour that hovers round the 
„% marſhy lake, which never riſes on the green 
« hill, leſt the winds meet it thre +”. Oilian 
ſpeaks « But let us fly, fon of Morni, Lathmon 

« defcends the hill. Then let our ſteps be flow, 
« replied the fair-hair'd Gaul, left the foe ſay 
« with a ſmile, Behold the warriors of night: 
« they are like ghoſts, terrible in darkneſs; "but 
« they melt away before the beam of the Eaſt 3.“ 
« Son of the feeble hand, ſaid Lathmon, fall 
« my hoſt deſcend! They are but two, and ſnall 
c a thouſund liſt their ſteel! Nuah would mourn 
& in his hall for the departure of Lathmon's 
« fame: his eyes would turn from Lathmon, 
« when the tread of his feet approached. Go 
& thou to the heroes, ſon of Dutha, for I behold 
« the ſtately ſteps of Oſſian. His fame is wor- 
„thy of my ſteel: let him fight with Lathmon g.“ 
“ Fingal docs not delight in battle, though his 
« arm is ſtrong. My renown grows on the fall 


2 « of 


* Fingal. + Lathmon. } Lathmon, 
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of the haughty: the lightening of my tec; 
pours on the proud in arms. 'The battle 
comes; and the tombs of the valiant riſe; 
the tombs of my people riſe, O my fathers! 
and I at laſt muſt remain alone. But I will 
remain renowned, and the departure of m 
ſoul ſhall be one ſtream of light *.7 „ raif. 
ed my voice for Fovar-gormo, when they laid 
the chief in earth. The aged Crothar 
was there, but his ſigh was not "heard. He 
ſearched for the wound of his ſon, and found 
it in his breaſt : joy aroſe in the face of the 
aged: he came and ſpoke to Oſſian: King of 
ſpears, my ſon hath not fallen without his 
fame: the young warrior did not fly, but met 
death as he went forward in his ſtrength. 
Happy are they who die in youth, when their 
renown is heard: their memory ſhall be honour- 
ed in the ſong; the voung tear of the vir 7 
falls +.” «© Cuchullin kindled at the fight, and 
darkneſs gathered on his brow. His han! 
was on the ſword of his fathers : his red-roll- 
ing cye on the foe. He thrice attempted to 
ruſh to battle, and thrice did Connal ſtop 
him. Chief of the iſle of miſt, he ſaid, Fin- 
gal ſubdues the ſoe; ſeck not a part of the 
fame of the king |.” 

The pictures that Oſſian draws of his country- 


men, are no leſs remarkable for tender ſentiments, 
than for elevation, Parental affection is finely 
couched in the following paſſage: «© Son of 
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Comhal, replied the chief, the ſtrength of 
Morni's arm has failed. I attempt to draw 
the ſword of my youth, but it remains in its 


place: I throw the ſpear, but it falls ſhort. 


cc of 
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« of the mark; and I feel the weight of my 
« ſhield. We decay like the graſs of the moun- 
« tain, and our ſtrength returns no more. I 
“ have a fon, O Fingal! his ſoul has delighted 
« in the actions of Morni's youth; but his {word 
« has not been lifted againſt the foe, neither 
„ has his fame begun. I come with him to bat- 
« tle, to direct his arm. His renown will be a 
« fun to my ſoul, in the dark hour of my de- 
« parture. O that the name of Morni were for- 
& got among the people, that the heroes would 
« only ſay, Behold the father of Gaul +.” 

And no leſs finely touched is grief for the loſs 
of children: «© We ſaw Oſcar leaning on his 
« ſhield: we ſaw his blood around. Silence 
& darkened on the face of cvery hero: each turn- 
« ed his back and wept. The king ſtrove to 
e hide his tears. He bends his head over his 
6 ſon; and his words are mixed with highs. And 
« art thou fallen, Oſcar, in the midſt of thy 
«© courſe! the heart of the aged beats over ther. 
« I fee thy coming battles : I behold the battles 
c that ought to come, but they are cut oft 
« from thy fame. When ſhali joy dwell at Sel- 
« ma? when ſhall the ſong of grief ceaſe on. 
« NMorven ? My ſon falls by degrees, Fingal wil! 
« be the laſt of his race. The fame I have re- 
6 ceived ſhall paſs away: my age ſhall be with- 
« out friends. I ſhall fit like a grey cloud in 
& my hall: nor ſhall I expecft the return of a 
« fon with his ſounding arms. Weep ye he- 
„ rocs of Morven; never more will Oſcar rite +.” 

Crothar ſpeaks : “ Son of Fingal ! doſt thou 
© not behold the darkneſs of Crothar's hall of 
« ſhells ? My foul was not dark at the feaſt, when 

P 3 « my 
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my people lived. I rejoiced in the prefen-2 gs 
ſtrangers, when my fon ſhone in the hal}. 
But Oilian, he is a beam that is departed, aud 
left no ſtreak of light behind, He is fall len, 
ſon of Fingal, in the battles of his father. 
Rothmar, the chief of garily 'Tromlo, heard 
that my cycs had failed; he heard that my 
arms were 1xcd in the hall, and the pride of his 
ſoul aroſe. He came towards Croma; my 
people fell before him. I took my armis in 
the hall; but what could ſightleſs Crothar do? 
My iteps were unequal; my grief was great. 
I wilted for the days that were paſt, days 
wherein I fought, and won in the field of blood. 
My fon returned from the chace, the fair- hair- 
ed Fovar-gormo. He had not lifted his fword 
in battle, for his arm was young. But the 
ſoul of the youth was great; the fire of va- 
Jour burnt in his eyes. He ſaw the diſor- 
dered ſteps of his father, and his figh aroſe. 
King of Croma, he ſaid, is it becauſe thou haſt 
no fon; is it for the weakneſs of Foyar- 
gormo's arm that thy ſighs arife ? I begin, my 
father, to feel the ſtrength of my arm; 1 
have drawn the ſword of my youth; and J 
have bent the bow. Let me meet this Roth- 
mar with the youths of Croma: let me meet 
him O my father; for I feel my burning foul. 


And thou ſhalt meet him, I ſaid, ſon of 


the ſightleſs Crothar ! But let others advance 

before thee, that I may hear the tread of thy 

feet at thy return; for my eyes behold thee 

not, fair-haired Fovar-gormo? He went, 

he met the foe ; he fell. The foe advances 

towards Croma. IIe who flew my is near, 
ith all his pointed ſpears *.” 


The 
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— 
—— — 8 
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The following ſentiments about the ſhortneſs 
of human life are pathetic : “ Defulate is the 
« dwelling of Moinna, filence in the houſe or 
« her fathers. Raiſe the ſong of mourning 
« over the ſtrangers. One day we muſt fall; 
« and they have only fallen before us. Why 
« doſt thou build the hall, fon of the winged 
„% days! "Thou lookeſt from thy towers to day: 
« ſoon will the blaſt of the defert come. It 
« howls in thy empty court, and whiltles over 
« thy half. worn ſhield .“ « How long thall we 
« weep on Lena, or pour tears on Ullin! The 
« mighty will not return; nor Oſcar riſe in 
c his ſtrength : The valiant muſt fall one day, 
« and be no more known. Where are our fa- 
cc thers, O warriors, the chiefs of the times 
« of old! They are ſet, like ſtars that have 
« ſhone: we only hear the ſound of their 
“c praiſe. But they were renowned in their day, 
&« and the terror of other times. Thus ſhall we 
« paſs, O warriors, in the day of our fall. Then 
& Jet us be renowned while we may; and leave 
c Hur fame bchinds us, like the laſt beams of 
& the ſun, when he hides his red head in the 
« welt 1.“ 

In Homer's time, heroes were greedy of plun- 
der; and, like robbers, were much diſpoſed to 
inſult a vanquiſhed foe. According to Ollian, 
the ancient Caledonians had no idea of plunder ; 
and as they fought for fame only, their humant- 
ty overflowed to the vanquiſhed. American ſa- 
vages, it is true, are not addicted to plunder, 
and are ready to beſtow on the firſt comer what 
trifles they force from the enemy. But they 
have no notion of a pitched battle, nor of ſingle 

P 4 combat: 
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combat: on the contrary, they value themſelves 
upon flaughtering their enemies by ſurpriſc, 
without riſking their own ſweet perſons. A- 
greeable to the magnanimous character given by 
Offian of his countrymen, - we find humanit 

blended with courage in all their actions: © Fin. 
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gal pitied thewhite-armed maid : he ſtayed the 
uplifted ſword. The tear was in the eye of 
the king, as bending forward he ſpoke : king 
of ſtreamy Sora, fear not the ſword of Fingal : 
it was never ſtained with the blood of the van- 
quiſhed; it never pierced a fallen foe. Lat 
thy people rejoice along the blue waters of 
Tora: let the maids of thy love be glad. Why 
ſhould'ſt thou fall in thy youth, king of ſtrea- 
my Sora . 
Fingal ſpeaks: «© Son of my ſtrength, he ſaid, 
take the ſpear of Fingal : go to Teutha's mighty 
ſtream, and fave the car-borne Colmar. Let thy 
fame return before thee like a pleaſant gale; that 
my ſoul may rejoice over my lon, whorenews the 
renown of our fathers. Oſſian! be thou a {ſtorm 
in battle, but mild where the foes are low. It 
was thus my fame aroſe, O my ſon; and be thou 
like Selma's chief. When the haughty come 
to my hall, my eyes behold them not but my 
arm is ſtretched forth to the unhappy, my 
ſword defends the weak f.“ „O Ofcar ! bend 
the ſtrong in arm, but ſpare the feeble hand. Be 
thou a ſtream of many tides againſt the foes of 
thy people, but like the gale that moves the 
graſs to thoſe who aſk thy aid. Never ſearch 
for the battle, nor ſhun it when it comes. 80 
'Frenmor lived; ſuch Trathal was; and ſuch 
has Fingal been. My arm was the ſupport of 
the injured z and the weak reſted behind the 
lightening of my fleel g.“ 

Humanity 


+ Carric-thura, + Calthon and Comal, 5 Fingal, book g. 
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Humanity to the vanquiſhed is diſplayed in the 
following paſſages. Aﬀter defeating in battle 
Swaran king of Lochlin, Fingal ſays, “ Raiſe, 
« Ullin, raiſe the ſong of peace, and ſoothe my 
« ſoul after battle, that my ear may forget the 
« noiſe of arms. And let a hundred harps be 
« near to gladen the king of Lochlin : he muſt 
« depart from us with joy: none ever went ſad 
« from Fingal. Ofcar, the lightening of my 
« ſword is againſt the ſtrong ; but peaceful it 
« hangs by my fide when warriors yield in bat- 
« tlef.” © Uthal fell beneath my ſword, and 
« the ſons of Barrathon fled. It was then I 
« ſaw him in his beauty, and the tear hung in 
« my eye. Thou art fallen, young tree, I faid, 
« with all thy budding beauties round thee. 
« The winds come from the deſart, and there 
« is no ſound in thy leaves. Lovely art thou in 
« death, fon of car-borne Lathmor 4.“ 

After peruſing theſe quotations, it will not be 
thought that Othan deviates from the manners 
repreſented by him, in deſcribing the hoſpitality 
of his chieftains; “ We heard the voice of joy 
« on the coaſt, and we thought that the mighty 
« Cathmor came; Cathmor, the friend of 
«« ſtrangers, the brother of red hair'd Cairbar. 
« But their ſouls were not the ſame; for the 
is light of heaven was in the boſom of Cathmor. 
« His towers roſe on the banks of Atha : ſeven 
© paths led to his ball: ſeven chiefs ſtood on 
„ theſe paths, and called the ſtranger to the 
&« fealt. But Cathmor dwelt in the wood, to 
6 avoid the voice of praiſe 5.” © Rathmor was 
« a chief of Clutha. The feeble dwelt in his 
« hall. The gates of Rathmor were never clo- 
„ fed: his feaſt was always ſpread. The ſons . 

5 « of. 
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« of the ſtranger came and bleſſed the generous 
« chief of Clutha. Bards raiſed the fe Ng, and 
c touched the harp: joy brightened on the 
« face of the mournful. Dunthalmo came in 
« his pride, and ruſhed into combat with Rath. 
« mor. The chief of Clutha overcame. The 
c rage of Dunthalmo roſe : he came by night 
« with his warriors; and the mighty Rathmor 
« fell: he fell in his hall, where his featt had 
« been often ſpread for ſtrangers 9.“ 

It ſeems not to exceed the magnanimity of 
his chieftains, intent upon glory only, to fea! 
even an enemy before a battle. Cuchullin, after 
the firſt day's engagement with Swaran, king of 
Lochlin or Scandinavia, ſays to Carril, one of 
his bards, „ Is this feaſt ſpread for me alone, and 
« the king of Lochlin on Ullin's ſhore ; tar from 
« the deer of his hills, and ſounding halls of his 
ce feaſts ? Riſe, Carril of other times, and carry 
« my words to Swaran; tell him from the roar- 
« ing of waters, that Cuchullin gives his feaſt. 
« Here let him liſten to the found of my groves 
« amid the clouds of night: for cold and bleak 
te the bluſtering winds ruſh over the foam of his 
« ſeas. Here let him praiſe the trembling harp, 
« 2nd hear the ſongs of heroes.“ 

'The Scandinavian king, leſs poliſhed, refuſed 
the invitation. Cairbar ſpeaks: „ Spread the 
« feaſt on Lena, and let my hundred bards at- 
&« tend. And thou red-hair'd Olla, take the harp 
« of the king. Go to Oſcar, king of ſwords, 
« and bid him to our feaſt. 'To-day we feaſt 
« and hear the ſong; to-morrow break the 
« ſpears{.” Olla came with his ſongs. Oſcar 
« went to Cairbar's fealt, 'Three hundred he- 
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te rocs attend the chief, and the clang of their 
« arms is terrible. The gray dogs bound on the 
« heath, and their howling is frequent. Fingal 
« ſaw the departure of the hero: the ſoul of the 
« King was fad. He dreads the gloomy Cair- 
« bar: but who of the race of Trenmor fears 
« the foe+?” 

Cruelty is every where condemned as an infa- 
mous vice. Speaking of the bards, „ Cairbar 
« feared to ſtretch his ſword to the bards, though 
« his ſoul was dark; but he cloſed us in the 
« midſt of darkneſs. Three days we pined 
« alone: on the fourth the noble Cathmor came. 
« He heard our voice from the cave, and turn- 
cc ed the eye of his wrath on Cairbar. Chief of 
« Atha, he ſaid, how long wilt thou pain my 
« foul? Thy heart is like the rock of the deſert, 
« and thy thoughts are dark. But thou art the 
« brother of Cathmor, and he will fight thy bat- 
« tles. Cathmor's foul is not like thine, thou 
*« feeble hand of war. The light of my boſom 
ce is ſtained with thy deeds. The bards will not 
« ſing of my renown : they may ſay, Cathmor 
« was brave, but he fought for gloomy Cairbar : 
« they will paſs over my tomb in ſilence, and m 
« fame ſhall not be heard. Cairbar, looſe the 
c“ bards; they are the ſons of other times: their 
& voice ſhall be heard in other ages when the 
« Kings of Temora have failed 1.“ Ullin raiſed 
« his white ſails : the wind of the ſouth came 
« forth. He bounded on the waves toward Sel- 
“ ma's walls. The feaſt is ſpread on Lena: an 
« hundred heroes reared the tomb of Cairbar ; 
« but no ſong is raiſed over the chief, for his 
& ſoul had been dark and bloody. We remem- 
« hered the fall of Cormac; and what could we 
« ſay in Cairbar's praile 5?“ 

G2nuine 
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Genuine manners never were repreſented 
more to the lite by a Tacitus nor a Shakeſpeare. 
ouch painting is above the reach of pure inven- 
tion: it muſt be the work of knowledge and feel- 
ing. 

One ma diſcover the manners of a nition 
from the figure their women make. Among ſa— 
vages, women are treated like ſtaves; and they 
acquire not the dignity that belongs to the ſex, 
till manners be conſiderably refined. Accord- 
ing to the manners above deſcribed, women 
ought to have made a conſiderable figure among 
the ancient Caledonians. Let us examine Oſſiai. 
upon that ſubje£t, in order to judge whether he 
carries on the ſame tone of manners through 
every particular. That women were highly re- 
garded, appears from the following paſlages : 
« Daughter of the hand of ſnow! I was not ſo 
c mournful and blind, I was not fo dark and for- 
& lorn, when Everallin loved me, Everallin with 
« the dark-brown hair, the white-boſomed love 
« of Cormac. A thouſand heroes ſought the 
« maid, ſhe denied her love to a thouſand : the 
« ſons of the ſword were deſpiſed ; for graceful 
« in her eyes was Oſſian. I went in ſuit of the 
« maid to Lego's fable ſurge ; twelve of my peo- 
4e ple were there, ſons of the ſtreamy Morven. 
«© We came to Branno friend of ſtrangers, Bran- 
« no of the ſounding mail. From whence, he 
& ſaid, are the arms of ſteel ? Not eaſy to win is 
« the maid that has denied the blue-cyed ſons of 
% Erin. But bleſt be thou, O ſon of Fingal, 
« happy is the maid that waits thee. Though 
« twelve daughters of beauty were mine, thine 
« were the choice, thou ſon of fame! Then he 
„opened the hall of the maid, the dark-haired 
„ Everallin, Joy kindled in our breaſts of ſteel, 
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& and bleſt the maid of Branno .“ „Now 
« Connal, on Cromla's windy fide, ſpoke to the 
te chief of the noble car. Why that gloom, ſon 
c of Semo ? Our friends are the mighty in bat- 
« tle. And renowned art thou, O warrior! 
©« many were the deaths of thy ſteel. Often has 
„% Bragela met thee with blue-rolling eyes of 
« joy; often has ſhe met her hero returning 
e in the midſt of the valiant, when his ſword 
« was red with ſlaughter, and his foes ſilent in 
te the field of the tomb. Pleaſant to her ears 
« were thy bards, when thine actions roſe in the 
« fongt” „ But, King of Morven, if I ſhall 
« fall, as one time the warrior muſt fall, raiſe my 
« tomb in the midſt, and let it be the greateſt on 
« Lena. And ſend over, the dark-blue wave the 
« {word of Orla, to the ſpouſe of his love; that 
« ſhe may ſhow it to her ſon, with tears, to 
% kindle his foul to war 2.“ „ lifted my eyes 
« to Cromla, and I ſaw the {on of generous Se- 
«© mo. — Sad and flow he retired from his hill to- 
« ward the lonely cave of Tura. He ſaw Fin- 
« gal victorious, and mixed his joy with grief. 
The ſun is bright on his armour, and Connal 
« ſlowly followed. They ſunk behind the hill, 
« like two pillars of the fire of night, when 
«.winds purſue them over the mountain, and 
„ the flaming heath reſounds. Beſide a ſtream 
© of roaring foam, his cave is in a rock. One 
« tree bends above it; and the ruſhing winds 
© echo againſt its ſides. There reſts the chief of 
«© Dunſcaich, the fon of generous 5emo. His 
« thoughts are on the battles he loſt; and the 
tc tear is on his cheek. He mourned the depar- 
„ ture of his fame, that fled like the miſt of Co- 
« na, O Bragela, thou art too far remote to 
'« cheer the ſoul of the hero. But let him ſee 
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thy bright form in his ſoul; that his thoughts: 
may return to the lonely ſun beam of Dun- 
ſcaich“ . « Oflian King of ſwords, replied 
the bard, thou beſt raiſeſt the ſong. Long 
haſt thou been known to Carril, thou ruler of 
battles. Often have I touched the harp to 
lovely Everallin. Thou, too, haſt often ac- 
companied my voice in Branno's hall of ſhells. 
And often amidſt our voices was heard the 
mildeſt Everallin. One day the ſung of Cor- 
mac's fall, the youth that died for her love. 
I ſaw the tears on her cheek, and on thine, 
thou chief of men. Her foul was touched for 
the unhappy, though the loved him not. How 
fair among a thouſand maids, was the daugh- 
ter of the generous Branno .“ «© It was in 
the days of peace, replied the great Cleſſam- 
mor, I came in my bounding ſhip to Balclu- 
tha's walls of towers. The winds had roared 
behind my fails, and Clutha's ſtreams receiv- 
ed my dark-boſomed veſlel. Three days 1 re- 
mained in Reuthamir's halls, and ſaw that 
beam of light, lis daughter. The joy of the 
ſhell went round, and the aged hero gave the 
fair. Her breaſts were like foam on the wave, 
and her eyes like ſtars of light: her hair was 
dark as the raven's wing: her ſoul was gene- 
rous and mild. My love for Moina was great : 
and my heart pourcd forth in joy f.“ “ The 
ſame of Oſſian thall riſe : his deeds ſhall be 
like his father's. Let us ruſh in our arms, 
ſon of Morni, let us ruſh to battle. Gaul, if 
thou ſhalt return, go to Selma's lofty hall. 


Tell Everallin that I fell with fame : carry the 


ſword to Branno's daughter: let hx give it to 
Oſcar when the years of his youth ſhall ariſe 5.“ 
| | Next 
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Next to war, love makes the principal figure : 
and well it may; for in Oiſian's poems it breathes 
every thing ſweet, tender, and elevated. «© On 
« Lubar's grafly banks they fought; and Gru— 
« dar fell. Fierce Cairbar came to the vale 
« of the echoing Tura, where Bratlolis, faireſt 
« of his ſiſters, all alone raiſed the ſong of grief. 
« She ſung the actions of Grudar, the youth of 
« her ſecret ſoul : ſhe mourned him in the field 
« of blood; but itill the hoped his return. Her 
« white boſom is ſeen from her robe, as the moon 
« from the clouds of night: her voice was ſoft- 
« er than the harp, to raiſe the ſony of grief: 
« her ſoul was fed on Grudar, the ſecret look 
« of her eye was his z—when wilt thou come in 
« thine arms, thou mighty in the war? Take, 
« Braſlolis, Cairbar ſaid, take this ſhield of blood: 
cc fix it on high within my hall, the armour ef 
« my ſoe. Her ſoft heart beat againſt her ſide: 
00 diſtracted, pale, ſhe flow, and found her youth 
« in his blood. —She died on Cromla's heath. 
« Here reſts their duſt, Cuchullin; and theſe 
« two lonely yews, ſprung from their tombs, 
« with to meet on high. Fair was Braſſolis on 
te the plain, and 5 on the hill. The bard 
« ſhall preſerve their names, and repeat them to 
« future times *.” © Pleaſant is thy voice, O 
« Carril, faid the blue-eyed chief of Erin; and 
cc lovely are the words of other times: they are 
« like the calm ſhower of ſpring, when the ſun 
« looks on the field, and the light cloud flies 
« Over the hill. O ſtrike the harp in praiſe of 
« my love, the lonely ſun-beam of Dunſcaich : 
« {trike the harp in praiſe of Bragela, whom I 
« left in the iſle of miſt, the ſpouſe of Semo's 
« ſon.— Doſt thou raiſe thy fair face from the 
« rock to lind the ſails of Cuchullin? the ſea is 


« rolling 
* Fingal, book 1. 


328 OBSERVATIONS. ON 


cc rolling far diſtant, and its white foam will de- 
c ceive thee for my ſails. Retire, my love, for 
dc it is night, and the dark winds ſigh in thy 
« hair: retire to the hall of my feaits, and think 
« of times that are paſt; for I will not return 
ce till the ſtorm of war ceaſe. O Connal, ſpeak 
«© of war and arms, and fend her from my mind; 
& for lovely with her raven hair is the white-bo- 
« ſomed daughter of Sorglan +.” 

Malvina ſpeaks : “ But thou dwelleſt in the 
« ſoul of Malvina, ſon of mighty Oſſian. My 
46 ſighs ariſe with the beam of the eaſt, my tears 
« deſcend with the drops of the night. I was a 
&« lovely tree in thy preſence, Oſcar, with all my 
ce branches round me: but thy death came like a 
ce blaſt from the deſert, and laid my green head 
« low: the ſpring returned with its ſhowers, but 
“ of me not a leaf ſprung. The virgins ſaw me 
« ſilent in the hall, and they touched the harp 
« of joy. The tear was on the cheek of Malvi- 
« na, and the virgins beheld my grief. Why art 
ce thou fad, they ſaid, thou firſt of the maids of 
&« Lutha ? Was he lovely as the beam of the 
« morning, and ſtately in thy ſight ?“ „ Fin- 

e pal came in his mildneſs, rejoicing in ſecret 
« Over the actions of his ſon. Morni's face 
« brightened with gladneſs, and his aged eyes 
c looked faintly through tears of joy. We came 
& to the halls of Selma, and ſat round the feaſt 
« of ſhells. The maids of the ſong came into 
« our preſence, and the miidly-bluthing Everal- 
& lin, Her dark hair ſpreads on her neck of 
&« ſnow, her eye rolls in ſecret on Offian. She 
« touches the harp of muſic, and we bleſs the 
« daughter of Branno h.“ 

Had the Caledonians made flaves of their wo- 
men, and thought as meanly of them as ſavages 

commonly 
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commonly do, Oſſian could never have thought, 
even in a dream, of beſtowing on them thoſe 
numberleſs graces that exalt the female ſex, and 
render many of them objects of pure and elevat- 
ed affection. I ſay more: Suppoſing a ſavage to 
have been divinely inſpired, manners ſo inconſiſ- 
tent with their own would not have been reliſh- 
ed, nor even comprehended, by his countrymen. 
And yet that they were highly reliſhed is certain, 
having been diffuted among all ranks, and pre- 
ſerved for many ages by memory alone, without 
writing. Here the argument mentioned above 
{trikes with double force, to evince that the 
manners of the Caledonians muſt have been real- 
ly ſuch as Offian Jelcrives. 

Catharina Alexowna, Empreſs of Ruſſia, pro- 
moted aſſemblies of men and women, as a means 
to poliſh the manners of her ſubjects. And in 
order to preſerve decency in ſuch aſſemblies, ſhe 
publiſhed a body of regulations, of which the 
following are a ſpecimen, “ Ladies who play 
« at forteitures, queſtions, and commands, &c. 
© {hall not be noify nor riotous. No gentleman 
« mult attempt to force a kiſs, nor ſtrike a woman 
in the aſſembly, under pain of excluſion. Ladies 
cc are not to get drunk upon any pretence what- 
« ever; nor gentlemen before nine.” Compare 
the manners that required ſuch regulations with 
thoſe deſcribed above. Can we ſuppoſe, that the 
ladies and gentlemen of Oilian's poems ever 
amuſed themſelves, aftcr the age of twelve, with 
hide and ſeek, queſtions and commands, or ſuch 
childiſh play. Can it enter into our thoughts, 
that Bragela or Malvina were ſo often drunk, as 
to require the reprimand of a public regulation? 
or that any hero of Oilian ever {truck a woman 
of faſhion in ire? 

The 
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'The immortality of the ſoul was a capital ar- 
ticle in the Celtic creed, inculcated by the Druids +. 
And in Valerius Maximus we find the following 
paſſage :—*& It is reported, that the Gauls fre- 
« quently lent money to be paid back in the in- 
« fernal regions, from a firm perſuaſion that the 
“ ſouls of men were immortal. I would have 
% called them fools, if thoſe wearers of breech- 
©« es had not thought the ſame as Pythagoras 
&« who wore a cloak .“ All ſavages have an im- 
preſſion of immorality; but few, even of the 
moſt enlightened, before Chriſtianity prevailed, 
had the leaſt notion of any occupations in ano- 
ther life, but what they were accuſtomed to in 
this. Even Virgil, in his poetical fervency, finds 
no amuſements for his departed heroes, but what 
they were fond of when alive ; the ſame love for 
war, the ſame taſte for hunting, and the ſame 
affection to their friends. As we have no reaſon 
to expect more invention in Oſſian, the obſerva- 
tion may ſerve as a key to the ghoſts introduced 
by him, and to his whole machinery, as termed 
by critics. His deicription of theſe ghoſts is co- 
pied plainly from the creed of his country. 

If the above manners be genuine, they are a ſin- 
gular phenomenon in the Hiſtory of Man : if they 
be the invention of an illiterate bard, among ſavages 
utterly ignorant of ſuch manners, the phenome- 
non is no leſs fingular. Let either fide be taken, 
and a tort of miracle muſt be admitted, In the 
inſtances above given, ſuch a beautiful mixture 
there is of Emplicity and dignity, aud {0 * 

life 


+ Pomponius Mela. Ammianus Marcellinus. 
* Gallos, memoriz proditum eſt, pec unias mutuas, quœ 
* fbi apud iufcros redderentur, dare: quia perſuaſum habue- 
% rint, animas hominum immeortales eſſe. Dicerem ſtultos, 
* mill idem braccati ſculiſſcut quod palliatus Pychagoras ſenſit. 
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life given to the manners deſcribed, that real 
manners were never repreſented with a more 
itriking appearance of truth. If theſe manners 
be fictitious, I ſay again, that the author muſt 
have been inſpired : they plainly exceed the in- 
vention of a ſavage; nay, they exceed the inven- 
tion of any known writer, Every man will judge 
for himſelf : it is perhaps fondneſs for ſuch re— 
lined manners, that makes me incline to reality 
againit fiction. 

I am aware at the ſame time, that manners {9 
pure and elevated, in the firſt ſtage of ſociety, 
are dillicult to be accounted for. The Caledoni- 
ans were not an original tribe, who may be fup- 
poſed to have had manners peculiar to them- 
ſelves : they were a branch of the Celtæ, and 
had a language common to them with the inha- 
bitants of Gaul, and of England. The manners 
probably of all were the ſame, or nearly fo ; and 
if we expect any light for explaining Caledonian 
manners, it mult be from that quarter: we have 
indeed no other reſource. Diodorus Siculus re- 
ports of the Celtæ, that, though warlike, they 
were upright in their dealings, and far removed 
from deceit and duplicity. “ The Gauls are of 
e an open temper, not at all inſidious; and in 
« fight they rely on valour, not on ſtratagem .“ 
And though cruel to their enemies, yet Pompo— 
nius Mela obſerves, that they were kind and com- 
pallionate to the ſupplicant and unfortunate. 
Strabo deſcribes the Gauls as ſtudious of war, 
and of great alacrity in fighting; otherwite an 
innocent people, altogether void of malignity. 
He ſays, that they had three orders of men, 
| bards, prieſts, and druids, that the province of 
the bards was to ſtudy poetry, and to compole 


ſongs in praiſe of their deceaſed heroes; that 


the 
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the prieſts preſided over divine worſhip ; and 
that the druids, beſide ſtudying moral and natu- 
ral philoſophy, determined all controverſies, and 
had ſome direction even in war. Crxfar, leſs at- 
tentive to civil matters, comprehends theſe three 
orders under the name of druids; and obſerves, 
that the druids teach their diſciples a vaſt num- 
ber of verſes, which they muſt get by heart. 
Diodorus Siculus fays, that the Gauls had poets 
termed bards, who ſung airs accompanied with 
the harp, in praiſe of ſome, and diſpraiſe of 
others. Lucan, ſpeaking of the three orders, 
lays, 
„Vos quoque, qui fortes animas, belloque peremptas, 
Landibus in longum, vatcs, dimitritis ævum, 
© Plurima ſccuri fudiſtis carmina bardi.“ 


cc 


© You too, ye bards! whom ſacred raptures fire, 


To chant your heroes to your country's lyre ; 
Who conſccrate in your immortal ſtrain, 
Brave patriot ſouls, in righteous battle flain ; 
« Securely now the tuncful taſk renew, 
„ And nobleſt themes in deathleſs ſongs purſue.“ 
Now. 

With reſpect to the Celtic women in particu- 
lar, it is agreed by all writers, that they were ex- 
tremely beautiful“; and no leſs remarkable tor 
ſpirit than for beauty. If we can rely on Diodo- 
rus Siculus, the women in Gaul equalled the men 
in courage. Tacitus, in his life of Agricola, ſays, 
that the Britiſh women frequently joined with the 
men, when attacked by an enemy. And ſo much 
were they regarded, as to be thought capable of the 
higheſt command. They made no diſtinction 
« of ſex in conferring authority,” ſays the ſame 
author. And accordingly, during the war car- 
ied on by Caractacus, a gallant Britiſh King, 

| againſt 
Diodorus Siculus, lib. 5. Athenceus, lib. 13. 
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againſt the Romans, Cartiſmandua was Queen 
of the Brigantes. Boadicea 1s recorded in Ro- 
man annals as a Queen of a warlike ſpirit. She 
led on a great army againſt the Romans; and in 
exhorting her people to behave with courage, ſhe 
obſerved, that it was not unuſual to ſee a Britiſh 
army led on to battle by a woman; to which 
Tacitus adds his teſtimony : * The Britons even 
© followed women as leaders in the field ||.” No 
wonder that Celtic women, ſo amply provided 
with ſpirit, as well as beauty, made a capital 
hgure in every public entertainment g. 

The Gallic Celtz undoubtedly carried with 
them their manners and cuſtoms to Britain, and 
ſpread them gradually from ſouth to north. 

Theſe bards, who were in high eſtima- 
tion, became great proficients in poetry; of 
which we have a conſpicuous inſtance in the 
works of Oſfhan. Their capital compoſitions 
were diligently ſtudied by thoſe of their own 
order, and admired by all. 'The ſongs of the 
the bards, accompanied with the harp, made a 
deep impreſſion on the young warrior, elevated 
ſome into heroes, and promoted virtue in every 
hearer. Another circumſtance, common to the 
Caledonians with every other nation in the firſt 
ſtage of ſociety, concurred to form their manners; 
which 1s, that avarice was unknown among them. 
People in that ſtage, ignorant of habitual wants, 
and having a ready ſupply of all that nature re- 
quires, have little notion of property, and not 
the ſligheſt defire of accumulating the goods of 
fortune; and for that reaſon are always found 
honeſt and diſintereſted. With reſpect to the 
female ſex, who make an illuſtrious figure in Oſ- 


ſian's 


} Vita Agricolac, cap. 16. (| Annalium, lib. 14. 
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ſian's poems. if they were ſo eminent both for 
courag: and beauty as they are repreſented by 
the beit authors, it is no wonder to find them 
painted by Oftian as objects of love tlie moſt pure 
and refined. Nor ouglit it to be overlooked, 
that the ſoft and delicate notes of the harp have 
a tendency toqurity manners, and to refine love. 

Whether the cauſes here alſigned of Celtic 
manners be fully adequate, may well admit of a 
doubt ; but if authentic hiory be relied on, we 
can entertain no dou br, that the manners of the 
Gallic an Britith Celtæ, including the Caledo- 
nians, were iuch as are above deſcribed. And 
as the manners aſcribed by Ofhan to his country- 
men the Caledonians, are in every particular 
conformable to thoſe now mentioned, it clearly 
follows, that Oſſtan was no inventor, but drew 
his pictures of manners from real life. This is 
made highly probable from intrinſic evidence, 
the ſame tat is ſo copioufly urged above: and 
now by attheniic hiſtory, that probability is fo 
much heighencd, as ſcarce to leave room for a 
doubt. 

Our preſent highlanders are but a ſmall part 
of the inhabitants of Britain; and they have been 
ſinking in their importance, from the time that 
arts and ſciences made a ligure, and peaccable 
manners prevailed. And yet in that people are 
diſcernible many rewaining features of their fore— 
ſath-:* the Caledonians. They have to this day 
a diſpoſition to war, and when diſciplined make 
excellent ſoldiers, ſober, active, and obedient. 
Thy aro eminently hoſpitable z and the charac- 
ter given by Strabo of the Gailic Celtac, that 
they were innocent and devoid of malignity, is 
to them perfectly applicable. That they have 
not the magnanimity and heroiſm of the Cale- 


dawans, is calily accounted for. The Caledo- 
Niaus 
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nians were a free and independent peop! le, un- 
awed by any fupcrior power, and living under 
the mild govwrament of their own chieſtains ; 
compared with their foretath 75: the preſent 
highlanders make a very incontiderable figure: 
their country is barren, and at any rate is but a 
mall Part of « potent kingdom; and their lan- 
guage Geprive: s them of inicrcourſe with their 
poliſhed ne1hhours. 

There certainly never happened in literature, 
a „ ſcovery more extraordinary than the works of 
Othan, To lay the ſcene of action among hun— 
ters in the frſt fl age of fociety, gnd to beſtow 
upon ſuch a people a ſy ſtem e that 
would de honour to the moſt poliſhed ſtate, ſeem- 
ed at firſt an i-contrived forgery. But if a for- 
gery, why ſo bold and improbable ? why not in- 
vent manners more COngruous to the ſavage ſtate ? 
Aud as at any rate the work has great merit, why 
did the author conceal himſelf? 

All the inhabitants of Britain were of Celtic 
extraction; and there is reaſon to believe, that 
the manners of Caledonia were the manners of 
every part of the 1fland, before the inhabitants 
of the pl: uns were in ed by the Romans. The 
only circumſſance peculiar to the Caledonians, is 
their mountainous fituation : being leſs expoſed 
to the oppreiſi 11 of foreigners, and farther re- 
moved from commerce, they did longer than 
their ſouthern neighbours preſerve their 1 manners 
pure and untainted. 

I hzve ail along conſidered the poems of Oſſian 
in a hiſtorical view merely. In the view of cri- 
tieiſm they have been examined by a writer of 
dillinguithed taſte 1; and however bold to enter 

a field 


ul Doctor Blair, ProſcTor of Rhetoric in the collie ge of 
Edinburgh. 
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a a field where he hath repeated laurels, I imagine 


that there ſtill remain ſome trifles for me to glean. 
Two of theſe poems, Fingal and Temora, are re. 
gular epic poems; and perhaps the ſingle in- 
ſtances of epic poetry moulded into the form of 
an opera. We have in theſe two poems both the 
Recitativo and Aria of an Italian opera; dropped 
indeed in the tranſlation, from diftieulty of imi- 
tation. Oſſian's poems were all of them compoſ- 
ed with a view to muſic; though in the. long 
poems mentioned, it is probable that the airs on- 
ly were accompanied with the harp, the recita- 
tive being left to the voice. The poems of Of- 
ſian are ſingular in another reſpect, being proba- 
bly the only regular work now remaining that 
was compoſed in the hunter-ſtate. Some ſongs 
of that early period may poſſibly have eſcaped ob- 
livion ; but no other poem of the epic kind. One 
may advance a ſtep farther, and pronounce, with 
a high degree of probability, that Fingal and Te- 
mora arc the only epic poems that ever were com- 
poſed in that ſtate, How great muſt have been 
the talents of the author, beſet with every ob- 
ſtruction to genius, the manners of his countr 
alone excepted; a cold unhoſpitable climate ; 
the face of the country ſo deformed as ſcarce to 
afford a pleaſing object; and he himſelf abſolute- 
ly illiterate ! One may venture boldly to aſſirm, 
that ſuch a poem as Fingal or Temora never was 
compoſed in any other part of the world, under 
ſuch diſadvantageous gxeunitances. | 


